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f. 4IS. line 16, read,' 

« And doft tk» ftill, inhanian, lire ? Still breath f 
p. 1 30. line 10, for " Perfia" read ** Egypt." 
p. 160, line II, for " thus" read " that." ' .^ 
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Z E N O B I A. 



ACT I. SCENE I. 

A deep fior^ valley , Jvrrmtnded hy rocks andjhaded 
with thick trees. 

Rhadamistvs q/leep i^on a rock, Zoptbds oh- 
feromg him with attention. 

Zop, O ! no, I am not deceiv'd, 'tis RhadamiAus : 
How fevouring ftars have anfwer'd to my wiihes ! 
I have long purfued his fleps ; and chance has now 
Ibtpoa'd him to my arm, immers'd in fleep. 
Alone in this fequefter'd part. Negledl not 
The gift that Fortune offers — ^Let-him die ; 
This even his father bids ; he hates in him 
Tlie rival of his throne, and I, in him, 
ITie rival of my love — ^Thcn let me ferre 
My vengeance and my king. 

\aboitt to draw his /word. 

Rhad. [dreaming^ I^eavc me in peace. 

Zop. He wakes ! malicious &te ! — We muft 
diilemble. 

Rhad. Leave me in peace, O ! ev?r honour'd 
ihade I \waking. 

B2 Zop. 
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4 ZENOBIA. [act I. 

Zap. Almighty powers ! 

[y^fflUHf not to have feen him befort. 
Rhad. My ftan ! what do I fee ! 
Zop. Ha ! Rhadamiflus ! 

Rhad. Art thou Zopyrus ? \fifi"S-- 

^ep. O ! phoco ! thy country's boaft, the care 
of Heaven, 
f^v'd of Alia vm) thy £uthA)l Zopyruf ; 
And is it given me once again to fee thee "i 
O ! let me on that royal hand imprcfi 
A thousand times the ki£^ of loyalty. 

Rhad. What evil chance has led thy feet to tread 
Thefe horrid rocks, which Ibarc* the fun has 
known ? 
Zop. I fly the rage of impious Phan^nanes. 
Rhad. Guard more tby fpcech : remcipber he'» 
thy king, 
And Rhadaniiftus* fether^-Say, whjU; crime 
Seeks he in thoe to punifli ? 

Zop, This alone. 
That I am friend to you. 
Rhad. Akit 'tisjuft; 
All, all ihoMld flow »hhor in«— J coofcfo it. 
O I I'm an obje6t hateful to the living, 
And hateful to myfelf. 
■ Z^p. Not fo, my lord. 
You axe unhappy* but not crimii^ \ 

I know 
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ACT I.J flXHOBU. -P 

I know foot CnUel fortuaft, 

mad. little fUft 
Thou kiM^'ft my fatal ftory. 

Zop. Yes, I know 
That all Armenia rdfe in aiim> and d«ein'd 
Id ^rou thejr TMw'd the murdeter of theil: king. 
But well I kAowt that &om ycfat &dter came 
The blow in fecnt dult t that he with art 
Tiinrierr'd the guilt to yoti— ZenolHa Wo— 

aw. O! ceaft--"- 

Zap. Ahd why, my prince i 

Rhad, With that dear n4me 
Thou ftabb*ft my foul. 

Zp/. But \as£ Am was your joy» 
Tm not to leam you fought her hand in marriage. 

lUkuk I ibught and I obtained it-^uch a tiA*^ 
fore, 
Ala> ! was min*— -But O I ye Gods 1— - 

Ztf. Youwecp: 
Have you then loft her } Speak : where t» ^ 

nobii? 
What &te could e'er divide fuch happy bands ? 

Rkad. Ah I ^pyrus, ihe's dead, and died by 
me. 

Zop. By you ? — ^Juft Gods ! and why— 

Rkad. Becaufe the earth 
Has ne'er produc'd a wtctdi like Rhadamiftus t 
A monfter 
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6 ZBNOBIA. [act I. 

A monfter void of good ; becaufe I knew noC 
To curb the nud excefs of jealous ftiry. 

Zop. I know not what your vrcHrds inteid. 

Rha^i. Then hear :, 
Believ'd a tiaitor by Armenia's fons 
In tumult rais'd, thou know'il I was conftiun'd 
But late to fly. Alpng Araxes' banks 
I took my couife : my lov'd Zenobia then 
. (Too virtuous confort !) would with me partaltc 
My toil and peril ; but her tender frame 
To thefe unequal prov'd — By flow degrees 
Her flrength grew lefs, and pale and breathlefs now 
With tardy fteps (he follow' d, when the tread 
Of fierce purfuers, thickening at our heels, 
Drew near and nearer—" O ! my much-lov'd 

lord !" 
(At length flie cried) '* I fiunt ! I can no more^ 
*' Save, fave thy hfe alone j but let thy weapon 
** Firft pierce this bofom : leave me not expos'd 
" To hoftile fury." Think, O 1 think, my friend. 
What then wag Rhadamiftus — ^Loft in grief. 
And frantic with defpur, I wept, I rav'd ; 
When, O ! my Zopyrus, the fetal moment 
Was come, when full before my eyes I faw 
The Parthian Tiridates' banners wave : 
I law, I knew him ; and that inftant banilh'd 
My finall remans of reafon : then to mind ' 
I call'd the loves of him and my Zenobia. 
Reflexion told me all defence was vain 

To 
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ACT I.] ZBNOBIA. f 

To lave hec from his hands ; and cruel fancy 
Now fhew'd my confort in a hral's arms. 
I trembled, while a fudden chiUnefs crept 
Through all my veins, and every thought was 

nudnefs. 
My tongue rcfiis'd its utterance ; night appcar'd 
To cloud the axT and veil the troubled fim. 

Zop. On what could you refolve ? 

Rhad, Furious, diAra^lcd, 
I drew my fword and plm^'d it, ^eavenly 

powers!) 
Deep in my confort's breaft, and next my own : 
Senfelefs fhe funk widiin Araxes' llream. 
While on his banka I ftagger'd, reeVd and fell. 

Zop. Unhappy princefs I 

RiaJ. For my punifliment, 
I died not with the wound : the fudden fall 
Conceal'd me &om the foes. At morning light 
A ftranger's pitying hand convey'd me thence — 
—But thou attend'fl not ; with diforder'd looks 
Thou fecm'ft abforb'd in thought. I know too 

weU 
What thou would'ft fay— Thou marvell'ft fiill to 

fee 
The earth fupport me ; that thefe favage rocks 
Fall not in vengeance on my guilty head. 
Believe that I am punifh'd ; Heaven is joA : 
The righteous Gods have, for my chaftifement, 
Conlign'd 
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f SBNOBIA. ^ACT I. 

Confign'd tne to myfelf to feel ths ftingi^ 
The cruel Aings of kte but dire remorfe. 

Zop. {afiJe.'] What fliall I do ? This arm will 
not fuffice 
Alone, to take the forfeit of his crimes. 

BhaJ. I know what juftice now demands. Thii 
hand 
Should free a paflage for my guilty foul : 
But let me firil find out thofe dear remains i 
fay ^em the lafl lad rites of fepiilture. 
Then clofe thefe eyes in death. Unburied, now 
Her fptrit wanders 'midfl thefe gloomy fhadei ; 
I fee it ever flit before my eyes : 
I have no peace— O I let us then, my friend. 
Depart to feek her. {.£"'*'£• 

Zop. Hold : for while the foes 
Encloif lu round, the attempt would prove in 

vain. 
Here, in this vale> awhile remain cpnceal'd. 
And WMt for my return : with utmoft fpced 
} haften to purfue the pious fearch. 

Rhid. Then be it fo. Go, Zopyrus, and then — 
' Z(f, No more : confide in me, nor quit this 

place; 
Expefl me foon. Meantime, fny prince, compofe 
Your troubled foul, and moderate your forrows. 
Think what you owe yourfelf : forget that face. 
And from remembrance rafe the once-Wd name. 

mad. 
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ACT 1.3 MMKOMLM:. ^ | 

RhaJ. Fain would I, Zopyrus, take thy friendly 
council. 
But O ! what power can drive her image hence ? 

Ah ! why, when latcd to fuftain 
The lofs of all we love heiovr, 

Muft recollection ftiil remain 
To keep alive a cufelefs woe ? 

When gridf is vain the ftffliSed aiind 
Will priae the bleifiag once our own ; 

And each n^lofled good we find 
Then more, by lofs, ienrely known. 

[Exit, 

SCENE II. 

ZoPTROS ehne. 

Alas ! Zenobia^ all my hopes aie Tanilh'd — 
Yes, tyrant, thou ihalt meet thy due reward. 
Soon, with my tnifty fiiends, not far conceal'd, 
m hafien to return and glut my vengeance^ 
And from its bofom tear thy treacherous heart. 

The wretch fliall &11 with gaf|ung breath. 
And ftniggling in the pangs of death. 

Shall view the hand by which he dies. 
Let him but fall : let Phoebus* light 
for me be chang'd to endlefs night. 

So day to him its beam denies, [£^'/- 

SCENE 
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[act I 



SCENE III. 



An open country watered By tie river Araxes : on 
one Jide are fafioral cottages, and on the other 
fide the view is terminated by a range of fUafant 
Mils. At the foot of the neartfi hill is a rufiic ' 
grotto, the entrance aJmoft covered with ivy and 
firubs. At a dijlanee beyond the river is feen 
the rtyal city of Artaxata, with a magnificent 
bridge leading to it. The Parthiui army en- 
canned by tie river. 

Enter Zbnobia and JE^i.s from one of the 
cottages, 

Zen. No, gentle Mgle, feek not to attend ' 
Zcnobia's fteps : I mull not now permit thee. 
A wretched fugitive, who knows, alas ! 
Where fate may lead me next ? Should I receire 

thee 
To fhare my dangers, ill mud I repay 
The goodnefs of thy heart ; enough already 
Thy kindnefs has been fhewn : let this fuiBce. 
Twice have I liv'd by thee : thy pity drew me 
From the fwift eddies of Araxes' tide : 
My wounded bofom by thy care was heal'd : 
I found a fwcet afylum in thy cottage, 
And thou to me wert comforter and friend. 
Companion and advifer : leaving thee, 

! My 
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ACT I.] 2BN0BIA. 1 1 

My lols is more than thine. Thou miift not hence; 
In this thou hall no will : thy duty here 
Detmns thee near an aged &ther ; mine 
Commands me to purine a hufband loll : 
Our fcveral duties claim us each — Farewell. 

^gl. But thus alone, without a guide, to trace 
Thefe farage woods— Such courage in a woman 
Is furely wondrous. 

Zm. Long Fve been inufd 
' To every trial. Fmm my eaiUell age 
I leam'd to fuffer : thrice five years are pall 
Since, once before, Armenia's rebel fons 
Conflnun'd my flight ; and then, alas ! I loll 
A dear and infent lifter, ravilh'd from me ; 
Or happier, Ihe amidll the tumult perifh'd. 
While I ftill live referv'd for endlefs woes. 

Mgl. An4 would'll thou, midll fuch peril, tjiu 
purfue 
A cruel huiband's Heps ? 

Zen. More kindly name 
A hero fem'd for every royal virtue. 

^g1. Is jealous fiury then a royal virtue ? 
Zm. Say, who is perfet^ ? Let us learn to pv- 
don 
The &ults of others while we view our own. 
^gl. To flay his wife ! — 
Zen. Involuntary crimes 
Wt call not guilt. — Alas ! in fuch a Hate 

My 
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13 ««N68IA. £a.OT *- 

My Rhadamilhis was no more himfelf. 
But, urg*d by fudden frehty, rti»*d his wei^on. 
Not Rhad&miftus then iS^Vd ZfenobU t 
Not love, but fury ftfuck [ nor Aw he thtn 
The viflim of ha momentary r»gc, 

^gl- ! genewms dame ! pftfmit mo now to 
feek 
For tidings of your fpoufe, wfiilt you remaiiv— 

ZfN. No, deareft .^le, no— it muft not be. 
My longer tatriance here would rifli too far 
Zenobia's fame and virtue. 

yEgl. How, Zetiobia ? 

Zm. Pull well I know thou little canft conceive 
What mean my words : then hear, and truly fay 
If fear in me it blame. The j'outhful leader 
Of yonder fquadrons, which thou fee'ft encamp'd. 
Is Tiridates, brother to the king 
Who fways the Parthian Iceptre. Newr yet 
The Gods have form'd a prince who better claim'd 
The love of all : a fpirit more exalted^ 
A form more graceful, or of geiiil«r mannas. 
I loT*d him, and was lov'd, (witboat a blufh 
I may confefs a paifioa fince fubdued) 
He wifh*d, he fought my hand : my &ther gladly 
Received bift fuit, but Rbadamiftm then 
With him contended for Zenobia's futh ; 
And hence the king, my father, urg'd my lover 
To feek for fuccour from his royal brother, 
Of arms and warriors : ftrengthen'd thus againft 
3 His 
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ACT I.] ZBNQBU. 1 9 . 

His rival's fiwce, to feefc Ann^im's courts 
And tie th' expeifted knot. He parted thence, 
And I remain'd. I tremble, while remembrance 
Recalls that mournful parting : well my heart 
Fref^'d in that, alas ! our lafl farewell. 
While aixious, reftlels fiill, my ardent vows 
Would haften his return, one day my fiither 
Dedar'd, (O ! death to hear !) he wifhM me now 
The wife of Rhadamiftus ; that a caufe 
Of high import had chang'd his fonner purpoft } 
That my refiiftil would expofe to peril 
His peace, bia throne, )m dignity utd bfe. 
What could I do, a fub}e& and a daughter i 
I wept, d«plor'd my fate, aod begg'd to die ; 
But I obey'd ; nor was my hfVld alone 
Given at his will : I gain'd a mightier conqueft. 
And moulded my affe^ions to his choice : 
With honour's ties I fortified my virtue. 
And lacrific'd the lover to the wife. 

jE^i. And few you never Tiridates more ? 

Zen. Forbid it all ye powers ! Thi$ fear alooe 
Now drives me hence ; not that I doubt myfelf : 
No, ^gle, no ; I feel Zenobia's foul 
By Kftfon meafiires every thought and deed— ■ 
My vidlory is certain ; but the ftruggle 
Is dieadftd in CT^treme i we muft not lefi 
Avtud the flicw of guilt than guilt itfetf. 
A woman's &m« is UIm t^ cryfia}. foU'd 
With ncnt toudi; « Uk4 die it^hh reqa. 

That 
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\i zbVobia. [act I. 

That bends with every blaft. 

^^L Unhappy prince ! 
What muft he feel at fuch heart-breaking news ? 

Zen. To him 'ti8 yet unknown. A fecret mar- 
riage 
United Rhadamiftus* fiue with mine ; 
And Tiridates to the promis'd nuptials 
Return'd unconfcious of th' event. 

.^gl. O ! Heavens ! 
To find Armenia rous'd to general tumult ; 
The throne now vacant and the monarch flain, 
And all his hopes deftroy*d ! — ^Zcnobia too— 

Zen. To find Zenobia in another's anm. 

^gl 1 cruel deftiny ! 

Zen. Now lay, my fiiend. 
Can I ezpofe my conilancy to view 
The grief of fuch a prince ; of one fo lov'd i 
Of one who merits all ? Who, when he hears 
This heart is made another's O ! farewell. 

jdEJf/. And will you leave me ? 

Zen. -Yes, my deareft .^gle, 
I fly this place, for danger thieatens here ; 
A thouiand thoughts, a thouiand kind memoriaU— 

JSgl. Afid whtHn can harmlefs pity wrong ? 

Zen. Alas ! 
The fnares of guilefiJ pity mull be fear'd : 
Farewell ! one kind embrace and reft in peace. 

Aht 
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ACT I.] ZBKOBIA. 15 

Ah ! reft in peace, on all thy days 

May ftan propidotu fhine ; 
Nor dart on them malignant rays, 

As now they dart on nune. 

Hiou well may'ft render thanks to Heaven, 

Thus bom in humble ftate ; 
O ! might it e*er to me be g^ven. 

To change for thine my fete ! [Emt. 

&C E N E IV. 

JEohn alone. 

Unhappy piincefs ! how my bofbm feels 
Fot all her pains I A fimple fhepherdefs. 
Poor and unknown, to thee is caufe of envy I 
Ah : what are Fortune's gifb ? And what avails 
To toil for thefe, if when Heaven &owns upon us* 
Thefe gifb fo iU defend the food podeflbrs? 

Though Indian feas rich gems difdofe. 
Not gentler there the current flows. 

Nor more ferene the Ikies. 
Hie land that leaft will fear die power 
Of ocean's tide, where tempefts roar. 
Is fome lone bay, vibok quiet fhore 

The dillant wind defies. [Exit. 



SCENE 
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i6 uuroBU. [act ia 



SCENE V. 

Zbnobia alone, fearchin^ roimd the fi»ge. 

O ! BhadvTuAus ! whither art thou gone ? 
My lord, my huiband-^urely I beheld 
And clofe purfucd him — Midft thefe foreft paths 
IVo loft all track. That way his feet were bent — 
Ah ! whither haft thou wander'd, ill-advts'd ? 
Thcfe parts arc fill'd with Rhadamiftus* foes : 
Preferre him, Grods ! in fiich impending dangen. 
But what is my defign ? Shall I proceed ? 
I riik too &r — ^Then let me find out i55^1e. 
And {he fltall feek—- Suffice, ye cruel ftars I 
Suffice, my wTcrtchednc& is now complete. 

LaxfC, O I ye pitying powers ! O I Imtc 

My faicaft avr^e in peace i 
But if for CTor I muft grieve. 

Yet grant a ftiort releafe. 

So (haU, aU& \ my wounded nuad. 

Long ftrangw to rcpofe. 
At leaA recruited Tigwr find 

To bear ledouhled woes. 

[ j-orr out sad rtfitnts *gam. 

O t wretched me !— Behold from yonder part 
Where Tiiidates comes ! Almighty powers I 

O! htm 
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ACT l.J ZEKOBI4. if 

O ! how I tremble ! All my foul's io tumult ! 
Zcnobia, fly — Ah ! fly this fatal meeting. 
That hollow cavern in thefe friendly rocks 
Shall, while he paflcs, hide me from his fight. 

[enters the grot to. 

SCENE VI. 
Enter Tiridates. TjESOBia in the grotto. 

Tir. Mithranes not retum'd i His long delay ' 
KiUa me with terror — But he comes — Alas ! 
What mean thofe looks difturb'd i O ! hafte, my 

friend. 
Kill me, or pve me comfort— s-Where's my lore ? 
What tidmgs hall thou bropght i 

SCENE vn. 

Enter Mithranes. 

Uit. Ah, Tiridates! 

71r. O Heavens ! what cruel filence ! Speak— 
Is then 
Zenobia's &te a fecret ? None can tell 
What has be£Ulen, or whither fate has driven her ? 

Mit. Alas 1 too-well 'tis knowp, 

Tir. O! fpeak. 

Mt. She's dead. 

VOL. ni. p Tir, 
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IB ZBNOBIA. [act i. 

7h: O ! all ye powers of Heaven 1 

AC/. The wretch who flew 
The father, took the haplefs daughter's life. 

Tir. What villain ? 

Mt. Rhadatniftus ; he, the inhuman^ 
By him Zenobia died. 

7irr. O ! murderous flave ! 
And could he then — O ! no> it cannot be : 
What heart would not relent at charms like hers ? 
He loT'd her too— Believe it not, Mithianei. 

JM(/. Grant Heaven 'twere doubtfiil! OnAraxes' 
banks 
He gave the wound, and ftom the further fhore 
A fifher faw her, with the cruel ftroke. 
Fall in the rapid ftream : fwift plun^g in 
He fwam to give her dd, but all in vain ; 
She funk beneath the tide, from which he drew 
Her floating bloody veft. Alas ! his tale 
Admits no gleam of hope ; m3rfelf beheld 
Zenobia's vefl, and knew it for her own. 

Tir. Aflift me, heavenly powers ! 

Zen. [liftening^ O \ cruel trial ! 

Tir. The day now fails beibre my datken'd 
fight. \ltam againfi a free. 

Ztn. [apart.'] O I give mc counfel, Gods ! 

Mit. Be calm, my prince : 
The mighty Gods fuch fufferings fend to prove 
A hero's 
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ACT I.] ZBIfOBIA. IP 

A hero's virtue. 

Ttr. Leave me. 

Mil. Shall I leave you 
In fuch a ftate ? How would the world Kjrfoach 
Mithranes* loyal truth ? 

Th-. Depart, depart. 

Mit. MuA i depart ? Your mandate ftill 

DiiciSts my &ithful heart i 
Obedient to my prince's will, 

Reludlant I depart. 

What dire efFoft* from grief may rife. 

That mines the fecret foul. 
When counfel no relief fupplies 

The danger to control. [Exit, 

SCENE VIII. 

TibidXtes. Zesosia a^art. 

Tir. Is then Zenobia dead, and does my heart 
Still cherifh life ? For whom ? What hope can 

more 
AttiaA thee now ? What haft thou ftow to wifh ? 
Enjoyments, 'treafure, pomp, life, honours, all 
For her were dear. I lofc the objeil now 
Of all lAy toils and cares->-To me the world 
Is loft for ever ! — ^No, tmgrateful ftars ! \ri/es, 
^Ilijnk not to part me from Zenobia ever : 

c2 This 
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20 ZENOBIA. [act I. 

This fword, in your defpite, amid the dark 
Oblivious realm Diall join me to my love. 

[Jraws iisJworJ. 

Zen. [coming out of ths grotto.'] What do I fee ! 

Tir. [/D himfelf^ Dear obje^ of my wiihes ! 
Ah ! think not yet to pals the Sty^an waves 

Till Tiridates comes — *Tis this 

[about to fiab himfelf. 

Zen. O ! hold I [ft of ping him. 

Ttr. Ye Gods ! 

Zen. O ! hold and live, [takes away his Jword. 

Tir, Zenobial Heavens! ^lAT^. is going. 

My life, my foul ! [following Her. 

Zen. Forbear to follow me : 
i am not what I fecm. [go'^g' 

Tir. Ha ! would'H thou then 

[about to follow. 

Zen. Forbear to follow me:— O ! let me, prince. 
Entreat thus much ; and flie who gave thee life 
Can afk not lefs. 

Tir. But is it poflible ? [following her. 

■ Zen. Stop, or I flay myfelf. 

[about to Jiah herfelf. 

Tir. Jull Heavens !— Ah ! yet 

Zen. If you advance a ftep this weapon's point 
Shall drink Zenobia's blood. 

Tir. 
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ACT I.] ZINOBIA. 

Tir. Ah ! hold— I yield 

I quit thee — I obey — ^Bm hear me : whither, 
Ah ! whither goeft thou ? 

Zett. Whither &te now calls. 

Tir. Zenobia !— O ! unkind 

Zett. Zenobia's dead. [Exit. 

SCENE IX. 
TiBiDATBS alone. 

Princefe ! my love ! O ! hear mc ftill— — Ye 
powers ! 
Where Ihall I turn ? I dare not, thus forbiddeni 
Purfiie her flaps, nor can remain behind : 
This, this is torture. 

SCENE X. 

Etaer MlTHEANBS. 

Mit. From Artaxata, 
My lord, the ambailadors are now arriv'd. 
Deputed by Armenia. 

Tir. \_/eeing, hut not atfenMng to ^m^ Hafte, 
my friend, 
O ! haAe — For me puifue — ^In pity hafie. 
And ftay her flight. 

Mt. Whom fhall I ftay > 

Ttr. 
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31 uvoiu. [act h 

Ttr. She lives 1 
And breathes this vital ur. 

Mit. Who lives, my prince ? 

Ttr. Zenobia lives. 

Mit. Alas ! he raves. 

Tir. O ! Heaven ! 
Why doft thou loiter ? Yonder lies the way : 
Her track is there. 

Mt. But yet 

Tir. [impalienlly.'] While thou delay'fl 
The time in vMn debate— (he's loft. 

Mt. I go. 
[afide.'] O ! how excefs of grief diftni6h the fenfe \ 
[Exit. 

SCENE XI. 

TiBiDATES ahne. 

I know not where I am — I'm ftruck with wonder. 
And all appears a dream. Alas ! how iU 
Her former tendemcfs agrees with rigoxu- 
So harfh and cruel ! Does Zenobia hate. 
Or love her Tiridates ? If llie hate me. 
Why would flie fave my life ? And if flie love. 
Then wherefore fly my fight ? O ! I fliould doubt 
Twere all deception, but too deeply here. 
Here in this breaft her image is engrav'd. 
And can it be, fome other nymph may bear 

Thofe 
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ACT I.] 4BN0BIA. 33 

Thofe femblant features ? Nature, with her work 
Perhaps enchanted, might again produce 
Another form like hers — O ! no, thofe eyes 
Were fure Zenobia's — ^Thofe, and thofe alone 
Could wake the inward tranTports that I fed. 
This foul could ne'er to other eyes confign 
Such power to rule the heart of Tiridates. 

J know ye well, dear beauteous eyes, 
I know ye by the heaving fighs ; 

The tumults here confcfs'd. 
I'm not deceiv'd ; for Itill the lame, 
Thofe looks alone can feed the flame 

That bums within my breail. [^Exit. 



END OP THE PIIST ACT. 
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A C T ir. S C E N £ t. 

■ The open country, with MgWs cottage. 

TiRI DATES, MlTHBANBS. 

77f. But if myfclf I faw her ? If myfelf 
Heard her-but now ? Yes, ftill her hving form 
Is plac'd before my eyes ; her well-known voice 
Still vibrates on my heart — Zenobia lives ! 
I dreamt Jt not, Mithrancs. 

Mit. Lovers, fir, 
£ven waking dream — Affli<5tion clouds the fenfe 
And blunts our reafon : what is not, we fee ; 
And what is prefent oft eludes our light. 
The foul, from habit, figures to herfelf 
The ideas that delight us. — Elach with eafe 
Will feign ^hat moft be wiftics. 

Tir. No : thefe feet . 
Had trac'd her Heps, but that the cruel fight 
Of my Zenobia, arm'd to pierce her bofom. 
Froze all my %"ital powers. 

Mit. O ! think, my prince, 
Think of the duties which your rank demands. 
The Armenians offer you their vacant throne. 
And aik, for this, the head of Rhadamiftus. 
Embrace the moment of propitious Fortune : 
You know too well her favours never laft. 

77r. 
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ACT II.] -ZENOBIA. 25 

Tir. Let Rhadamiftus then be fought; the 
traitor 
Shall meet his punifhmcDt. But think not, iriend, 
The bright reward of royalty incites 
The zeal of Tiridates ; no, I burn 
To flay a vi£iim to Zenobia's wrongs. 

Mit. Then ftill you cherifli hope ? 

Tir. But late I queftion'd 
A gentle ihepherdefs,. her name is 7£gle : 
Behold her cottage-hcre ; from her we beft 
May learn more certain tidings. 

Afi/. But what faid 
.The mjud when queftion'd ? 

Tir. Nothing (he replied. 

JM//. And yet yoii hope ? 

Tir. I do — At what I aflt'd 
She feem'd confus'd : (he look'd on me and blulh'd. 
She ftrove to fpeak — began as if to explain 
Her fecret thoughts, then funk again to filence. 

Mlt. Alas ! how little will fufHce to feed 
A lover's hopes. 

Tir. V\\ fpeak again with ^gle ; 
Go, lead her to me. 

Mit. Inftant I obey. \_goes into the cottage.. 

Tir. What cruel conflitfl now of hope and fear 
Di\ndes my breaft \ No other flate on earth 
Can equal what I feel. 

Mit. 
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3d ZBVOBU. [act II. 

Mit. [rjtorwKg-.] Tlw fhepherdefs 
Is abfent thence, and vacant how the dwelling. 

Tir. I'll wut for her return^ — Go, feet the 
camp. 

Mit. Your care is vain : the bloody robe which 
late 
Thefe eyes beheld 

77r. Cruel, unkind Mithnnes, 
What have I done ?— O I take not from me thos 
The laft dear hqie— At leaft 

Wt. Too oft, my prince. 
You know that hope is with deceptkui joln'd. 



SCENE ir. 

TiBlDATBS alone. 

I know not if deceit may give 

That hope the wretched find ; 
But this I know, by hope we live ; 

The balm that heals the mind. 

I know that oft in fleep we prove 

The folace of our woe ; 
And oft from dreams of thoA we love 

Our waking comforts flow. 

[^o« into the cottage. 



SCENE 
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ACT II.] 



SCENE m. 

Zenobia, ^gle. 

Zen. Go then, my 6iend, go feeic aod bring 
him to me. 
From what I have fa;d thou wtit not f^ to know 
The hufband I have loft. Amidft tfaefe woods 
He furely dwells. Till thy return TU wait 
Conceal'd within thy cottage — O ! I tremble. 
Left once agan I meet mth Tiridates. 
The firft escounter teaches me with care 
To ihun a fecond. 

jEgl. He who loves you, princefs. 
May plead for^renefs : never have I viewed 
A mien more graceful. 

Zen, Haft thou feen him then ? 
Ah ! where ? 

jSgL But now i met him' : he, who feeks 
Tidings of you from all, with me awhile 
IMfcours'd of his Zenobia. 

Zen. Ah ! what then 
Could ^le fay ? 

^^l. With ftupid gaze I flood 
To wonder at his form, his gentle looks. 
His plcafing fpecch— 

Zm, I aik not this, my friend : 
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28 ZBNOBIA. [act ir. 

Awake not thus, with fuch infidious prule. 
The confli6l in my bofom. — Didft thou then 
To him reveal my fortune ? 

Mgl. I remembcr'd 
Your caution given, and kept a faithful filence. 

Zen. Now go, and with my fpoufe return 

Take heed. 
And ftiould'ft thou meet mth Tiridatcs, ftill 
Obferve my laws prefcrib'd. 

^gl Were I difpos'd, 
I never could betray you : in his pre&nce 
My lips refiife an utterance to my words. 

A m^c in thofe eyes I view, 

A charm that ne'er before I knew : 

With him my tongue its fpeech denies. 
He queflions me : I ftrive to fpeak ; 
Confiis'd, the blufties ftwn my cheek ; 
And while in vain for words I feck. 

My words diUblve in broken fighs. [Exit. 

S C E N E IV. 
Zbkobia. TiBiDATES ttt the cottage. 

Zen. Alas ! my heart, too well I underlland 
Thy feelings now : thou gladly would'ft embrace 
(Thus left alone,) the freedom to complwi. 
Complaints are bred from weakneB, but ZenobiA 

Lefs 
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ACT W.] ZESOBIA. 39 

Lefs fears another's cenfure than her own ; 
And even in fecret would (he blulh to iind 
Her firmnefs fliakcn. You, ye powers ! who 

breath'd 
Such virtue in my foul, expofe it not 
To meet a fecond trial ; let one proof 
Suffice my triumph : lead me not again . 
To Tiridates' fight. — How can I ever 
Declare myfelf another's ? This confeffion 
Might kindle all his rage againfl my hufband. 
I tremble at the thought — And ah ! his grief 
Would ftrike too deeply here. Should chance- 
once more 
This way conduit him — Let me h^e to fliun 
The cruel rifle This cottage offers me 
A wilh'd afylum — Ah ! fome ftranger here — 
I fee, or fear imprefs'd upon my mind. 
Has feign'd — O ! Heaven ! 'tis he ! 'tis Tiridates ! 

Tir. [coming out.'] Zenobia ! 'ris in vain to fly 
me now : 
Where'er thou goeft behold me prefent ftill. 

Zen, Stay, Tiridates — hold. 

Tir. Alas! Zenobia, 
What fhall I fay ? 

Zen. [ajide^ Now, now my trial comes ! 

Tir. And am I Tiridates ? Is it thus 
Thou giv'ft me welcome ? Princefs moft belpv'd, 
Is this the hour for which fo much I lajiguifh'd ? . 
Could 
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30 zBNOBtA. [act ir. 

Could the fliort fpace of two revolving moons 
Suffice to change thee thus i What mean thefe 

cold, 
Thefe freezing looks ? Ah ! what has robb'd me 

thus 
Of all thy wonted tendemefs ? Has aught 
Agunft me kindled thy rcfentment i Speak : 
Haft thou fo^ot thy faith ? ImpolTible I 
Thou art not capable of ft^ns like thefe, 
I know, my life— — 

Ze». My lord, fince you compel me 
With you awhile in converfe to remain, 
Though but fome moments, let not thefe at leaft 
Be fpent in vain. 

Tir. And does it then difpleafe thee 

Zen. It does — ^Relutflant I remain ; dien hear 
me> 
And give me proof of Tiridatcs* virtue. 

Tir. I tremble while thou fpeak'fl. 

Zen. The Ikcred ties 
Of regal nuptials, by the hand of Fate 
Are form'd in Heaven ; nor is the choice our own. 
For had the Utais allow'd me to dire6l 
My life, I then had found in Tiridates 
The man of all mankind to make me happy. 
But this can never be ; our delHny 
For ever parts me from thee, and I bow 
Beneath the hard decree, — Go then in paace. 

And 
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ACT II.3 MN08I1. 31 

And leave me hae in peace.— O ! never more 
Appear before thcfe eyes ; take from us, prince. 
Such danger to our virtue — ^Yes, that virtue 
Which join'd us firfl, and now diUblves the bands. 

Ttr. MR&. me, Gods ! and muft I never mere 
Indulge my hopes ? 

Zen. You have no longer hope. 

Tir. But wherefore ? Who, ah ! who can bear 
thee from me ? 
What crime of mine ? 

Zen. Ah ! what avails it, prince. 
To dwell on that with pain, which will but rdfe 
llie afTetSions duty bids us now fubdue ? 
Farewell ! too long already you detwn me. 
lis not your guilt or mine that parts us now : 
Let this fuiiice, and feek to know no further. 

Tir. ^borianl canft thou then ib coldly fpeik? 
Thou know'ft not thou art my &me, my peace, 

my life; 
That if I lofe thee, all to me is loft ; 
That never other objeA-^— 

Zen. Prince, ferewell ! \_gohtg. 

Ttr. Tell me at leaft 

Zen. I cannot. 

7?r. Hear me. 

Zot. Oh ! 
I am(t not hear you. 

Tir. 
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32 XCNOBIA. [act II. 

Tir. Doft thou hatt me thus ? 
Thus fly my fight ? 

Zen. Ah ! did I hate you, fir, 
' I ftill might have remain' d. — I fear your prcfence ; 
'Tis hoftile to my duty : though my reafon 
Is firmly fix'd, yet great are your deferts. 
And O ! fuch confliia ferves at leaft to rend. 
If not fubdue my heart— rAnd fee you not, 
(O ! Heaven !) that noW before you that re- 
membrance-/- 
Depart, depart — I (hall confefs too much — 
Refpcft at once my virtue and your own. 
Yes, I entreat you, prince, by all your foul 
Has priz'd on earth, or moll reveres in Heaven ; 
Even by the tender love that bound us once ; 
By the dear fpirit that informs your bofom ; 
By thcfe fad tears you force me thus to fhed, 
O I leave m&— fly, my lord — avoid my prrfence. 

Tir. And muft I fee thee never, never more ? 

Zen. No, npvpr, prince, if ftill to you are dear 
My peace and glory. 

Tir. Cruel, cruel fentpnce I 

Zen. Go, feek for comfort and farewell I 
And happy, though in abfence dwell, 
Nor lofe a thought on me. 

Tir. 
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ACT U."] ZBNOIIAj 33 

Tir. Ah ! fpeak not thus, relendefs fiur. 
But iboner &om,this bofiim tear 

The heart that bleeds for thee. 
Zen. I feel a cold through every vein. 

Tir. My pulfe forgets to move. 
Both. What fairings ndwmuft both fulbun I 

O ! unpiopitious love ! 

Such anguiOi only death can cure : 

Not fuch the happy know. 

Who ne'er, alas ! like us endure 

The pangs of parting woe. 

[Exeunt feoeraUy. 
[Before the departure of Zen. and Rhad. Zop. 
appears behind, w^een of thenty and fiopi tt' 
pbferve tkem. 

SCENE V. 

ZoPYRus and followers. 

Zeilobia, Heavens ! and 'Firidates here I 
2enobia lives ^;^n ? Ahd wherefore thus 
Depart from him in tears ? It muft be fo— - 
She loves him ftill — But no ; the rigid fair. 
Virtuous Zcnobia, wife to Rhadamiftus' — 
' — ^Y«, what can rigour or c4n virtue aught 
Avail to rule the bofom's tendereft paflion ? 
What cruel, what unheard-of jealoufy 

VOL. III. S Is 
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M zsivoaiA. [act n. 

Is this I feel } To find fome happier lover 
Difpute her heart, yet know not who's my rival. 

With doubtful jealoufy that glows 
"Within my tortur'd breaft, nor knows 
What iecret rival to oppofe, 

A thoufand racking pangs I prove. 
At once I love, at once I hate. 
And fuch the tenour of my fate, 

I dare not hope revenge or love. 

[as he is going he fees Rhad. aitdjiops. 

But fee ^m &r where RhadanulVus comes, 
KsA comes this way. My followers are at hand ; 
Delay not then his death. Perhaps already 
He may fufpeft me : where we parted laft. 
He flay'd not my return.^ — But if Zenobii 
Is Tiridates*" lover, by his death 
I fhall but from a powerful foe deliver 
A favour'd rival. — Could I find the means 
To kindle llrife between them ; make them fall 
By mutual flaughter, and myfelf from both 
Ufurp that fruit the vifftor fliould have gain'd — 
This were a mafter-piece of policy. 
It muft be duly weigh'd. \to his folleu-ers.'] 

Amidft thefe trees 
Be now, my friends, conceal'd. [_lheji retire.'] 

Behold him here : 
Now to my work—But with hira comes a nymph. 

ru 
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ACT II.] UNOBU. S5 

I'll wait tiU fbe ntffe^ suid he aldne 

Remains for my (kftgn. [■mic$als iirnjilf. 

SCENE VI. 

Enter Rhadamistu^ and JEglb, as in <«9- 
verfation. ZoPYRUS afart, 

Bhad. Deceive me not, 
Ah ! courteous ihe^urdels. — ^To fport vnth miJciy 
Were cruelty, alas ! that ill would fuit 
Thy gentle nature. 

^gU Think not I deceive you : 
Your confort Uvea. — I drew her from the ^am 
Pierc'd with her wound, and lav'd her at the pcnl. 
With her imhappy life to lofc my own. 

Rhad. Ah ! lovely nymph ! my tutelary God- 
defi! 
Is fuch compajlion found in favagc woods ? 
Yea — ^virtue there refides ; in peopled cities 
Ate only known the iemhlance and the name. 
JEgl. We now have reach'd the place. — ^Ex- 
pc£t me here ; 
rU haile before you and prepare 2^nobia. 

\^goes into the cottage. 

Siad. I bum with fond impatience to behold 

her. 

And yet I tren^le to approach her [urcfence': 

I'm wann'd by love and chiU'd by deep remorfe. 

s 2 jS^L 
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36 ZBNOBIA. [act It. 

Mgi. \cormng out of the cot/age.'] ZenobU is 
departed ; vainly there 
I feck to 6nd her. 

SAad. 0\ Almighty Powers : 

Mgl. Be not difmay'd : ftie furely will return ; 
Perchance fi>r us (he feeks. 

Rioii. O ! no — She hates, 
She fhuns n^e now — Alas ! I cannot blame her ; 
Juft is her hatred, ^Egle ; nor have I 
Deferv'd to fuffer lefs from her refentment. 

jEgl. Zenobia hate you ? Shun you ? Ill indeed 
You know your fpoufe : fuch falfe fufpicion wrongs 
The trueft confort that the world has known. 
For you ftie feeks, for you alone ihe fighs. 
And trembles but for you. — She even defends. 
And loves yoar cruelty ; while he, who hears 
Her plead your caufe, no loi^r can condemn you: 
She calls the hand that ftruck her merciful. 

Jliaii. O I let us hafle to lind her ; at her feet 
Let me expire with love, with fhame and forrow. 

^gl. Removing hence, you may perchance but 
lofe 
Her whom you hope to find. 

RhaJ. Go then, my .^gle. 
Do thou purfue the fearch — Alas ! delay not— 
Forgive my hafty warmth — I figh to gain 
A blelling mourn'd fo long with heart-felt anguiih. 



Diqiiii^dbyGoogle 



ACT 11.] ZBHOBIA. 3? 

Mgl. Though prefsM with anguiili, who 
would e'er 

Beneath his grief repine ; 
Who, though decreed fuch grief to bear. 

Could fay, " That heart is mine ?" 

Two fouls whom equal paffions fway. 

One only foul will prove ; 
Since both but one dcfire obey. 

And glow with mutual love. [Exit. 

SCENE VII. 
Rhajiamistds. Zopybus apart. 

Rhad. O ! princefs, worthy of a fpoufc lefi 
cruel; 
Generous Zenobia ! When was ever known 
A fpirii more exalted ? — You, who fcek 
With envy to detraA from female glory. 
Say, which of all dur heroes e'er could boail 
A virtue more fublime ? 

Zop. [eotn'mg forward^ Where, where, my 
prince. 
Have you at difiance wonder'd ? Is it thus 
You waited my return ? 

Rhad. O I come and fhare 
With me my happy fijrtune— my Zenbbiar— 

Zap. Zenobia lives. 

Rhad. 
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"Biad. And doft thou know it too ? 
* 2o^. Would I had never known it ! 

JUiad. Say'ft thou ? Wherefore ? 

Z(^. Wherefore ? Enquire no fiirther, lUiadfc 
miflus : 
Forget her: — She's unworthy of your love. 

Rhad. Tell me what caufe 

Zop. Ah ! what avails, my lord. 
To afflia you further .' 

Rhad. Speak : thy filence more 
AfHi£b me than thy fpeech. 

Zof. I Oiall obey. 
J faw yoBT &ithltfs fpoufe — but, prince, already 
Your cheek is pale — Forgive me, fir ; it better 
^becomes tat to be fjent. 

Rhad. Speak, I charge thee. 

Zop. Since you command— then blame n^me, 
niy lord: 
But late I with her Tiridatcs &W 
Your faithlefs confort : fi'om their view conced'd, 
I heard them %eak of love.—He to her mind 
Eecaird each promife given, whik ihe to him 
With folettm vows declar'd her ibnner fboae. 
Long chertfh'd, burnt with all its wcmted warmth. 

Rhad. Falfe traitor ! {>eace — Too well I know 
Zent^ia; 
^he pe'er could thus betray rac 

Zop. 
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ACT II.J UOfOBIiL. a^ 

Zop. Tis my duty 
To fuffcT all from you ; but, O ! my [wmce. 
This fure I merit not, for having feen 
Your deareft peace betray'd : ybuifelf compell'd 

me 
At firft to {peak, and the n — 

Shod. O Heaven ! I never 
Would doubt Zenobia's truth. 
Zof. Without my fpeaking 
You knew flie fled you — but perchance you knew 

not 
That all her foul was fix'd on Tiridates, 
And that a firft aife£tion never dies. 
Rhdd. Too true, by Heaven ! 
Zop. [aJdeS] Tis well — the poifon work*. 
Biad. Immortal Powers ! Are women thus in- 
conftant? 
1 t^ppy you, by friendly ftirs ordain'd 
Inhabitants of old Arcadian ihades. 
If you, as fame reports, deiiv'd your birth 
fVom fenfelds trunks. 

Zop. Ere you, my lord, afpir'd 
To gain her heart, 'twas given to liridates. 
And whilft he lives he ever will pofiels it. 
- Riad. But ihall not long—I fly to pierce his 
breaft. 
Zop. Yet hold— What can you hope ? Aniidft 
his guard 
3 OS 



Diqiiii^dbyGoogle 



40 ZBNOBU. [act tl. 

Of troops in arms, you but in van expofe 
Your life to hazard. — Could we draw him thence 
Far from his friends to fome fequefter'd part— 

Rhad. But how ? 

Zop. Who knows ? Let me refiedt a httlc — 
We mull fecure the blow. 

Rhad. But rage like mine 
Brooks no delay. 

Zop. Then hear — By my contrivance, 
A wily mcflage, in Zenobia's name, 
Shall lure him to a place that fuits our purpofe. 

iZW. But what if he miftroft the truth >—, 
Twere well 
At Icaft to cloak it with fome fpeclous token. 
Ah ! hold — ^this fhall fecure it — take this ring j 
It was Zenobia's, given by Tiridates 
When Uft they parted : (he, that &tal day 
Which faw our nuptial rites, (as if fhe meant 
To abjure alt memory of her former love,) 
On me beftow'd it — then a treacherous pledge. 
But now the faithful inftrument of vengeance. 

Zop. [afide.'] Aufpicious Fortune ! [lo Rl)ad-] 
In the lonely valley 
Where firft we met-r- 

Riad. But what ; 

Zap. The charge be mine 

To inakc our plot fecure, 

Rhad, 
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ACT II.] ZEVOBIA. 41 

Bhad. But ftill remember 
Ten Aoufand furies ftruggle in my bofom. 

I nought but venom now refpire. 
My heart Megjera's torches fire, 

Ale<9:o's fnakcs my bofom breeds. 
No more with fighs and tears I mourn. 
All grief is pall — I rave, I burn 

With rage that every rage exceeds.- \Exit. 



SCENE VIII, 
ZoPTBus, and followers apart. 

Zop. O ! glorious vi«ftory ! For me my foes 
Will wage the fight, while I, without a blow 

Shall make Zenobia mine. Come forth, my 

friends, [/Aey come out. 

Go hence, and round enclofe the v^e of myrtles; 
"iniither will Tiridates come to fight 
With Rhadamilhis : these jtmfun conceal'd. 
Nor intentipt their combat ; but when one 
Shall fall beneath bta rival, let your weaptma 
l^ansfbc the viflor, w«uied widi bis t(»l. 
Away — but fome behind abide with me : 
I have a meflage fbon for Tiridates. 
Yet foft— rl £ear no follower of my own 
Mufl be an envoy here : he might difcover— 
gom? acilefs nymph, ot niftic fwain were beft>— 

Bu| 
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4% zBNoitA. [act ir. 

But is not that I fe« — [iMkhtg out.'] Pn^itious 

Gods! 
Look there, my friends, look where Zenobia comes : 
I leare her to your care. — ^When I am gone. 
By ftratagcm or force conduS her to me. 
What have I more to alk, could I but call 
That heart my own ; or could I know at leaft 
Who would difpute it with me ? Both the rivaU 
'Tis true will perifli, but of thefe my hatred 
Knows not on which to fix ; and doubtful hatred 
Muft tarnifh all the pleafure of revenge. 
This fccret fliall be known : my mind even now 
Suggefls an artfiil falfehood that fhall fiivce 
Zcnobia's felf to unveil the truth to me. 

SCENE IX. 

Enter Zenobia. 

Zea. [eiJieriHg.'] What do I fee ? Thou in Ar- 
menia here ; 
Thou Zopyrua ? 

Zop. Ah ! princefs, bleft erent 
That brings thM thus be£ait me : 'tis from thee 
I counfel feck, or rather feek command, 
In what concerns thy heart's moft dear affection. 

Zen. Even now I haflen to purfue my fpoufe. 

Zo^. To find or lofe him muft depend on thee. 
. Zfft. What doll thou mean i 

Zof. 
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ACT 11.] ZftHOSIi.. 43 

Zof. I'm bound by folemn compact, 
(Which nothing can annuls) to tdce dw life 
Of RhaaaauAus or cf Tiridates. 

Zen. O ! heavenly powers I 

Zof. Attend my words.— The firft 
Is by my ffdlowers now deuin'd a fwifoner ; 
The feoond, by a mefli^& foi^'d to blind him. 
For which this gem muft feem a certain pledge, 

[^Jtsws tie ring. 
Will foon be drawn to where his death is pltuin'd. 

Zen. Whence did thy hwd receivo— — 

Zof, Ilrft hear me fpeak : 
The power ii mine cf dide to kill or lave 
Him whom my will ele£b. — That choice fliall now 
Depend on thee : the one by thee was loVd, 
And one thou haft efpous'd : for me determine. 
And, at thy pleafure, now abfolTe or lentence. 

Zen. And muft I then — O ! cniel Etc !— But 
whence 
fiuch impious mandate ?— What detefted canlie- 
Who thus compels thee f 

2(p. Now 'twere Ituig to tell ; 
Time preftes : much already have I loft 
Jn feeking thee — now open all thy hear^ 
And let me be (^itni^'d. 

Zen. Eternal Powers ! 
And could'ft thou theii cuiieBt (0 1 moft in- 
hume |} 

To 
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4M 9BM0BIA. [act II. 

To fuch a deed as this ? 

Zop. The fovereign mandate 
Admits of no difpute ; my life muft anfwer 
Should I n^e6t to obey. 

Zm. What punifliment. 
What recompenfe, what power, howe'er fupreme. 
Can make that juft which bean the Aamp of guilt ? 

Zop, Adieu ! — I came not hither to difpute 
With idle words. — Thou fee'ft how far, Zenobia, 
Refpe<fl for thee might fix my wavering choice. 
— ^Myfdf Ihall then determine, {^going. 

Zen. Stay, O ! flay. 

Zop. \retunting.'] What would'ft thou fay ? 

Zen. Fain would I — yet rcfled — 
Aflift me, Gods ! 

Zop. I underfUnd thee well. 
I miaR, without thy fpccch, prevent thy wifhes : 
This ever was the privilege of women. 
Full well I know with reafon mull thou hate 
Inhuman Rhadamillus : well I know 
His fiormy pa£Sons> jealoufy imjuft ; 
The impious barbarous wound— enough— ere long 
Thou fhalthave ample vengeance. \_g<f't»g. 

Zen. O ! perfidious ! 
And doft thou think Zenobia's heart can harbour 
Impiety like this ? 
■ Zop. Be not ofifended : ■ 

Thy 
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Act 11.1 ZENOBIA^ 4i 

Thy lilehcc had mifled me — ^Ho ! conduft 

[to his followers. 
The princeis to her confort, while I halle 
To take the forfeit life of Tiridates. {^go'tng. 

Zen. Yet hear me ! — O ! ye powere ! you pu^ 
my virtue 
To too fevere a trial — ^Muft thefe lips 
Pronounce the dreadful fete of Tiridates ? 
How has he injur'd me ? The foul of honour. 
The pride of fpotlefs faith — and can I ever — 

Zap. Does lliU Zenobia doubt F 

Zen. She has no doubts : 
She knows too well whom duty bids her fave. 
But fhrinks with hornn: at the dreadful ranTom. 

Zop. I mufi no longer here remain — decide, 
Or I am gone. 

Zen. O ! yet a moment Hay. 
Thou furdy may'ft confent 

Zap. We lofe the time 
In vain expoftulation. — One mufl die. 

Zen. Let then the death — O Heaven ! how 
fbaUIfpeakit? 
— Preferve for mc' 

Zop. Say — whom ? 

Zen. ^eferve thorn both» 
If thou would'it have me owe to thee my peace ; 
If both thou canii oot/aTe— ^ &ve mylijufband. 
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46 ZBNOBUU (^ACT »t 

Zop. [a/t^^ Tia Rhadimiftus thfca ts^oya her 
love. 
[to her.'] And canft thou then> 2eiiobu> will ^e 

death 
Of fuch a &ithful lover ? 

ZiM. [/« agony.'] Save my huflband ! 
And tell me not (O Heaven I) what vi<^un dies. 

Zep. Would'ft thou to life Aj lord rdkeafe. 

To loofe hia bonds be miae } 
Would'ft thou preferve thy future peace. 

That care to me refign. 

I pardon every doubt of me, 
•WTiofc heart thou ne'er haft known ; 

But foon, by what I've done for thee. 
Shall Zopyms be Ihown. [^Bxif. 

SCENE X. 

Zenobia alone. 

. And doft thou ftill^ inhuman ! live. Hill breathe ? 
And could'ft thou then pronounce the &tal fen- 

tence. 
Yet feel not inftant death, or break with horror 
The heart where gratitude ito longer dwells ? 
Since then— but what Zenobia, hall thou faid ? 
Why wander thus ? — ^Thou haft fulfiU'd thy duty, 
And now kmenf ft m& alt's woman's weaknefs. 

. - OI think 
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ACT II.] ZENOBIA. 47. 

O ! think this grief eclipfes every merit 
Of fuch a triumph : equal is the guilt 
Of evil a^pns done, or good repented. 
Alas ! 'tis true — yet Tiridates dies ! 
And dies by my decree— even now, perhaps. 
With his laA breath invokes Zenobia's name. 
- Defend him, pitying Gods ! To fave my huiband 
Was mine, 'ris yours to fuccour innocence.. 
The fuppliant prayors of one who knows not falfe- 

hood 
Fly wing'd to' Heaven. — ^Icome not now before you 
With forrows that derive their fource from crimes: 
From a pure fpring my teai^ unfullied flow. 

Ye righteous Gods ! who only know 

The heart's conceal'd defirei. 
Can tell if pure compafficoi now 

My blamelefs vow infpires. 

*Tis true, from virtue's path feywe 

You bid me ne'er dq|>art j 
But dii&rent mult ia Heaven appear 

Tlie juft and cruel heart. {Exttr 



BHD OP THE SECOND ACT. 
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ACT III. SCENE t 

•dvoood. 
Rhadamistus and ^glb. 

Rhad. Whence hadft thou, nymph* that ring f 

Mgl. A flrangefs hand 
Intrufted it to me. 

Rhad. To what intent ? 

Mgl. He, with this token, to the vale of myrtles' 
Gave me commiflion, in Zcnobia's name. 
To invite prince Tiridatei. 

Rhad. DidA thou feek him ? 

Mgl I fought him not. 

Rhad. And why? 

JBgl. Becaufe I deem'd 
Some treachery was defign'd. 

Riad. \afide^ In evil hour 
^d Zopynis to this nymph intruft his charge. 
\io her.'] But wherefore didft thou then accept 

from him 
Hie fecret meffige ? 

jEgL Left another hand 
Should executie his purpofe. 

Rhad- [<!^'] Now I know 

Why 
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ACT 111.3 KBNOBIA. 4^ 

Why I fo long have ftaid, and ftaid in t^. 
For Tiridates at the appointed valley. 

^gl I go to tell Zenobia all the treafoo 
My tkoughti fuggeft. 

Rhad. Forbear : it nought arwh 
To tell Zenobia. 

j^gl- Yes, 'twere meet fhe knew 
That fame dark traitor plots againft her iiune 
And fpotlefs faith. 

Ehad. And canft thou know to whom 
Belongs the name of traitor, or of faithfUl } 

Mgl And cartft thou doubt ? 

Rhad. There is no longer doabt— ' 
Zenobia's falfehoo d- ' ■ 

jEgl. Hold : thou mak'ft my blood 
Run cold with horrcv< 

BJtad. Kno w - ■ - 

jEgh I know fill] well 
That Uttle thou defefv'ft fuch truth and love. 

Rhad. But hear me, nymph, I am — 

j£gJ. Unjuft, ungrateful. 
Inhuman, cruel ts'*'"!' 

Rhad, If thou canft, remove 
Suipicion from me. {^following htr. 

j£gl. Rather let it ftill 
Dwell in thy breaft, and be thy punifhment. [Exit. 

VOL, HI. B SCENE 
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[act ui. 



SCENE II. 

Rbadamistus alone. 

But hear me — give me but at leaft fome proof- 
In whom fhall I confide ? While Z<^7nu 
Proclums Zenobia ^le, u firmly M^ 
Muntaini the thoughts that drire my foid to 

madnefs^ 
Are light as empty dreams. — Immortal Goda f 
Who now deceive me^ Zopyrus <m- M^^t ? 
Fell Jealonfy ! thou tyrant of my heart. 
Still, ftiU thou fay'A, " 'tis M^t that deceives 
thee." 

Ah ! wherefore, (ince I dius deteft 
The jedous fear that haunts my breaft i 
Still muft I feel the crael peO, 

That rankles, at my peace ? 
What calm can e'er this heart regain ? 
When every hour I flrive in vain 
To clear my doubts, but flill retain 

Such doubts as never ceafe ? 
\as he is going he hears the voice of Zenobia ; 

he Jiops to lijlen, thsn rttvms. 

Zen. \withn.'\ But whither do we go ? 
Rhad. What voice is that ? 
Oi Fm deceiv'd, or 'twas my wife that fpoko— 
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ACT ni.] sftirosti^ 61 

'The faonA was Aud^ thence">M»« let me feek 

her; 
And favouring Fottuiie fmile-upon tny viihes I ' 
[while Rbad. goes otit tit w^ where he htgrd 
the vfihe, Zea. and Zop. ea/er ly amthfr, 

8 C E N E tiL 

SsHOfiiij ZoPTKus. Rhadahistus, ttu&fi tntert 
again w^etn behmd. 

iLm. [etatring.'] And yet I know AOt wlutbcr 
thoawould*ftleadttte» 

isp. Fear nothit^ : follow oci 

Zm. [<i/f<^>] My heart pidkges 
Borne evil U at hand. [>^^* 

iE^A/. \to him/elf. "l Behold her here. 
And with her Zopyrus. — Awhile I'll liften. 
And prore his ttuthi \__fiands t^mf^ 

Zep. [a> 2en.j WhiC doll thgn ? Come, Ze- 
nobift> 
I lead thee to thy huibaad. 

Zen. When, O ! when 
Shall we behold him ? Zopyrus, but now 
Thou feign'dfl him httle diftant. — Long, ah ! long 
With thee I've ftray'd in thefe bewildering paths. 
And yet I fee him not. 

Zop. Thott haft him prefcDt 

Jta Zen. 
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Zen, My huiband prefentl- 

Godsl 
Say how^^where is he ? 

Zop. I— I am thy huitmnd, 

Zm. Eternal Powers 1 

RAad. [apart.'] Ha !— let the tmtor die- 
No— let us lirft leam all th' extent of treafon 
His impious arts have plann'd. 

[ahoui to draw his fuoord and dlfcover h'nti/elfi 
he fiops. 

Zen. And haft thou thus, 
Thus dar'd to addrefs the wife of Rhadamiilua ? 

Zop. I now addrefs his widow. 

Zen. Heavenly Powers ! 
Docs not my huftand livi ? 
' Zo^. But now I fent him 
To meet his certain death. 

Bhad. [apart.'] I burn with rage 1 ' 

Zen. O ! perjur'd traitor ! Is it thus thou 
keep'ft 
Thy prighted faith ? 

Zop. In what have I deceiv'd thee ? 

Zen. In what ? And faid'fl: thou not that Rha- 
damiftus, 
Or Tiridates muft, by doom fevere, 
Be made a wretched n6lim ? 

Zop. Tis moil true. 

* " Zen. 
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ACT III.] ZIATOBIA. S3 

Zen. That I might one of thefe at choice elo5l> 
And thou woulcPft to my tears enfure his fafety ? 
Zap. Even fo. 

Zen. And did I not entreat thee then 
To fpare a hufband's life ? 

Z(f. Thou la/ft it well : 
I fwore to obey thee, and to keep my oath> 
Pteferv'd fpr thee a fpoufe in — ^Zopyrus. 
Biad. [apart^ I can no longer hold. 
Zen. O I wretdied prince ! 
O ! my betray'd, my murder'd Rhadamiftus ! 
Zap. In viun thou call'fl on him, who now r^ 
fides 
Amongft the dead. 

Rkad. [dyiovering himfelf^ Thou lieft— Jie 
lives, thou traitor ! 
To be thy punishment. 
Zop. I am betray'd. 
Zm. My life I my lord 1 
fUtad. Thou double traitor ! thus — 

\draws, and it about to attack Mm. 
Zop. ForbeaFi or by this hand Zenobia diea. 
[draws a dagger with his right hand and 
feizes Zen. with his left, in a& tofirike her. 
Rkad. \_Jioffing^ What would'ft thou do ? 
Zm, O ! cruel, cruel fortune t 

Rhad. 
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M MITDBIA, [act in, 

Riatl. I cannot curb the fiuy that impels pie-r 
.— Moft impious wretch ! 

Zof. If thou but mov'ft a ftep, 
Zenobia's dead. 

}iia4. What mifery is mine ! 

Zftt- O ! my lov'd fpoufe ! -fince Heaven re-t 
Dorea my fame. 
Let not hifl threats affright thee-r-No, my blood 
@hall from tlus bofbm freely flow, if pure 
The purple flream, my foul, from mortal bonds 
Be gladly loos'd ; if loos'd, fhe leave behind. 
"Without a blufh, this chafte, unfullied frame, 

Jtiad. O ! dearefi part of me ! O ! lively pattefq 
Of loyalty and truth — to find thee thus. 
And in fuch hands !-:-0 ! Zopyrus ! have pity ! 
If flill thou beai'ft a fenfe of human feelings. 
Some remnant of the man-!— Reftore my wife ; 
I never, never will exait revenge ; 
I fwear it herer— fofget, fotgivp thee all. 

Zof. O ! no — I fhaP QOt trull thy plighted 
faith — 
pepart and leave tne. 

Ukui. By the immortal Gods 

Zop. Deport — pr fee hef perifh, 

JRiaii. Savage monfter ! 
A fury worfe than bla^k Cocytus* fiends : 

O! let 
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ACT m.J ZBMOaiA. 5S 

O I let mc tear fivm that detefled bcrfonn — 

Zop. Take heed [threatadng Zol 

Bhad. O! hold— Where art thon, Rhadamiihul 
O ! j^ve me counfel, Gods !— my wife !— thou 

traitor! 
What torture do I feel ! — At once my foul 
lameots and rares — ^my heait is torn between 
Contending pangs of tendemcfs and rage 1 

Zop. Zenobia, come with me thou« Kha- 

damiihis, 
Unl^ thou mean'il to fee her dead before thee, 
Beware how thou purfu'ft us. 

Bhad. Pity now 
Gires way in me to fury. 

Tap. Come^ Zenobia. 

Zen. And does my lord forfake me thus ? 

KhaS. O ! no 

Take this, thou wretch ! [about to attad him, 

Zop. Then let her die. \&hout to ^ah Zen. 

Khad. 01 hold I 
Yet, yet fwbetur. 



SCENB 
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S6 zxKoiiA, [act ni. 

S C E N E IV. 

■ ' Enter Tiridates. 

Tir. What would*ft thou, impious flavc ? 

\_fiizmg him, 
Zof, O Heaven ( 
Tjfr. Refign thy weapon. 

[wrejfs the dagger from A#w. 

Zof. I am loft ! \he pes. 

Rhad. Perfidious traitor ! vainly would*ft ihou 

'fcape me, {Exit in a rage, 

SCENE V. 
Zbnobia, Tiridates. 

Zen. Ah ! whither goeft thpu ? Stay, my lordr-. 
• [^***^ "fi^ Rhad, 

Ttr. Ingrate I 
So fooQ would'fi thou fbifake me f 

Zen. princei— O Heaven ! 
I b^gg'd of thee to fhun me, 

TV. Ah ! what myftery 
|s hid beneath thy words ? — I will obey-n-i 
But tell nie, wherefore dcrfl thou fly me tht« I 

Z«n, 
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ACT »t.] ZBMdBIA. . 59 ' 

Zen. lliou wilt know all, aod know It all too 
foon: 
Farewell. [^o'«ff. 

TV. Foi^ve me — I muft follow. 

Zen. No— 
It cannot — nmft not be. 

Ttr. But now I faw thee 

Tbreaten'd by rafiUn force. ^JThe hand that 

threaten'd 
I knew not, nor the hand that would hare Ca.v'd 

thee, 
I could not bear to leave thee thus alone, 
Expos'd to certain peril. 

Zen. Greater peril 
Aw^ts me here with thee. 

T!r. At leail I may 

Zen. Leave me in peace— in pity gfant my fuit i 
life b your ffft, with gratitude I own it ; 
But wherefore make to me yoiu: ff£t unhappy ? 

O I let me now at leaft obtdn ' 

A momentaiy reft; 
Nor thus a war and ftcmn again 

Awaken in my breaft. 

A ftorm, in which my foul may rove. 

And riik a fpodefs name ;. 
A war, in which the Ariie may-pfove 

Defimdirc to my feme. [Exit. 

SC£N£ 
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[actzu. 



SCENE VI. 

'TiBiDATiB al<me. 

I know not what Zenobia's words import, 
Nor what myfelf intends.— She drives me from 

her. 
Yet tells not why.— There's fomething from that 

lip 
So fweetly founds ; there's fomething on tfial brow 
So awful flunes, as ever muA defend ber^ 
And ftrike all ensure dumb. 

SCENE VII. 
Enter MiTHKAirEl. 

■ JtBt. My lord, I bring . 
Mod welcoihe tidings— Rhadamiftua now 
Is made your prilbner.. 

Tir. Ha I and where, Mithranes ? 
Afi/. He came himfel^ i^mcetin^ midft your 
tro<^B 
To wear your ready cbuns. 
7Vr. Relate the whole. 
Mit. In fwift piafiat a flying warrior's flcps 
H« fbUow'd, and with matchlela boldnefs enter'd 
Within your tents.— ^Afainfti^ iboufond fwords 
That 
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ACT III.] aiMOBIA, S9 

That glittered raund to oppofc his fiaious pa^e> 
^ager he fought the ot^ed of his reogca^ce. 
At once he tim, o'ertook, and pierced his bceaft. 

Ttr. Unheard-of raflu^fs ! 

Mf. Yet all is not told. 
This done, he hop'd again t» leave the valley. 
And might have fcap'd, but at his greateft need 
His fword broks fliojt, ^nd left his hand defence- 

lefs. 
And ftill, though numbers round him countlefs 

prefs'd. 
With threatening anna, alone, without a weapon* 
He fcarcely deign'd to yield. 

75r, The wretch who fell 
Beneath his rage was furely he, whom late 
I here beheld. 

SCENE vra. 

&tfer Mahn hhind^ tm/im. 

Mit. The life of Rhadamiflus 
Behold is in your hand. 
JEgl [to her/el/.'] What do I hear ? 
^t. O ! let the tr^utor fuf^r for his crimes. 
7Vr. Then be it fo— Mithcuies, let us go. 

■ ^sl 
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ft) ZBKOBIA. [act III. 

vfijf/. [foaaag forward^ Forbear, O ! prince, 
. fbifoear to reot your aoger 
On one whom ciuel Fortune's irown purfues. 

Tir. And what can urge thee to defend the life 
Of this perfidious ? 

Mgl. Yet I deem not, fir. 
His guilt fo certain. 

Ttr. But Zenobia's father 
By trcafon he deflroy'd. 

Mtt. And next the daughter 
He fought to flay : for he, whofe eyes beheld 
The ailkffin's barbarous flroke, could not deceive 
me. 
Mgl Think better yet.— Wc muft not lightly 
give 
Our faith to common rumour.— With a foe 
Mercy is ever lovely. 

Tir. Tiridates 
Might in oblivion (leep his private injuries. 
But never cui foi^ve Zenobia's wrong* : 
To her his blood in facrifice is due. 
^gh Believe me, ihe requires, not this. 
Tir. Though ihe 
Demand it not, het virtue claims it from me. 

Igoiy. 
jEgl. Tet hold— O Heavens 1 [^^«A^3■ BeUeve 
what now I fpeak : 

If 
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ACT III.] ZBHDBIA. 6l 

If thou canft love Zenobia, then refpe»5l 
The life of Rhadamiftus : headlong zeal 
Would plunge thee deep in error ; thou would'ft 

ferve 
Zenobia's honour, and thou kill'ft her peace. 

77r. Ha ! does fhe lore him then f 

^gl. Alas ! niy lord. 
She would — if more than this thou feefc'ft to know, 
I mull— Already have I faid too much. [a^de. 

Tir. Thou feem'ft confus'd ^What can this 

mean, Mithranes ? 
A chilling damp — 'tis true, that Rhadamiftus 
Was once my rival. — Now conceal'd he lutks 
Amidil thefe woods, where too Zenobia dwells. 
In her defence he Hood, and fhe purfued 
ITis flying fleps ; but me fhe heeds no more : 
^gle has (ince declar'd. — O ! gentle nymph, 

Whate'er thou know'ft in pity now reveal. 

jEgL I can no fiirther fpeak — Enough already 
My lips have utter'd. 

T^r. Ah ! what Iree^ng hand 
Weighs heavy on my heart ? What cruel doubts 
Are thefe I feel ? My peace is loft for ever I 

By proof I know the heart may bear 

A beauty's cruel reign ; 
But torments from a &ithlefs fiur 

No lover can fulUin. 
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63 tBxoBiki [act itij 

If fhe 1 love my hope deceive. 

And all her vows forego. 
Ere I, ye powers ! this truth believe 

Let death conclude my woe ! [£!i-f/4 

SCENE DC. 

i^LB, MlTHRANBS. 

jiEf /. tJnhappy prince ! O ! how my bofom feeb 
For all his fufftiings ! How chat fJleaHng alpet^ 
His eye's foft glance, the mufic of his words 
Command each he^ to Aare with him in forrowf 
A lover fixm'd like him, alas ! deferves 
Far other fete. — O ! that 'twere jpven to M^ 
To make his days more happy ! 

Mii. Doubdefa JE^e 
IXlplays a feeling mind, and Tiridates 
Is worthy all her pity : but fuch feeling 
Is wanner fure than mere cbmpafCon knows. 

Thy looks, O ! gentle nymjA, difj^y 
The thoughts that non^ thy bofbm fway ; 
Hiine eyes, wheie beams of foftnefs play^ 

Na inbred cruelty prochuiA. 
Though yet unfetter'd in his Ihares, 
Thy foul to Love no hatred bears ; 
And modeft pity oft {Hvpares 

The Tire's heart to catch the flame. [Exit. 

2 SCENE 
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ACT 111.1 2KS0BIA. 6a 

S C E N E X. 

M^LE ahme. 

Ah me t too true — My paffion far exceeds 
The bounds of pity — Haplefs, haplefs .^^le ! 
To what would'ft thou pretend ? Thy thoughts 

are rusM 
To objects far above thee. — Heaven has doom'd 
A con^e for thy dwelfing : quench fuch flames 
As only fuit die torch of fplendid loves. 
If this thou canft not do— at leaA fupprels 
llie confcious fire within, and wafle in filence. 

What greater angnifti can I jeel ? 

When he I love is nigh ; 
I figh, but ah ! I dare not teU 

That 'tis for him I iigh. 

My feeble powers no more foffice 

My fofiferings to fnfiain ; 
Nor yet> alas ! my heart fnpplits 

The counge to conqdain. [Exit. 



SCENE 
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64 ZBNOBIA. [act lit* 



SCENE XL 

ji garden heJong'mg to the fahce of. the tings of 
Armenia, mhabited ty Tieidates- 

TlRlDATEa, MlTHRANBS. 

Mit. Tis all too true : too well you now con- ' 
ceive 
The words of jEglc. — ^Ycs, Zenolaa's love 
Is fix'd on Rhadamiftus : when {he heard 
Your tnx^s had made him prifoner, from her 

cheek 
Hie colour fled ; with eager fpeed fhe flew 
To reach the tents, and fought admittance to him. 
But found accefs denied. 

Tir. And yet, Mithnuns^ 
I cannot, muft not thin k - — ■■ 

Mit. By her you foon 
Will find the truth confirm'd.^ — She comes to afk 
Of you the prifoner's life. 

TKr. O Heaven I flie dares not 
Infult me thus. 

Wt. Ere this fhe had prcferr'd 
To you her fuit, but that two Roman warrionij 
Who bring a written meflage from their camp. 
Detain her now impatient on the way. 

Tir, 
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ACT Itl.] ZEHOBIA. 65 

Tir. She miift not meet my eyes — O ! no, th' 
ingratc, 
I cannot bear her prefence. 
Mtt. See, ihe comes. 

SCENE XII. 

Enter ZenoBia. 
Zen. Ah ! prince ! 

Tir. The mighty fecret, Heaven be prais'd ! 
Is now difclos'd. — At length the powerful caufe 
Of all my wrongs is known. — ^What feek'ft thou ? 

Speak: 
Be not difmay'd — The worth of Rhadamiftus 
May plead excufe for every broken vow. 
And com'ft thou now to alk from me his freedom? 
To aflc him for thy fpoufe ? Muft Tiridates 
Prepare the torches for thy happy nuptials ? 

Zen. My lord 

"Ttr. Inhuman, barbarous, falfe Zenobia ! 
Is this the recompenfe for love like mine ? 
And doll thou thus betray me ? And for whom ? 
For whom betray me ? Righteous Gods ! for one 
Whofe murderous guile depriv'd thee of a father ? 

And then 

Zen. You are deceiv'd : falfe rumour fix'd 
The guilt on him. 

VOL. III. F Mit. 
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Ofi ZBKOBIA. [act Iltt 

Mil. [ta Tir.] *Tis tnie.—By Pbarafinanea 
The deed was plann'd. — Perfidious Zopynu 
Confcfs'd it dying. 

Tin Wilt thou then believe 
A traitor's words ? 

Jli//. A paper found upon hint 
Confirm'd the whole : in this are given at full 
"Irhe fecret orders for the monarch's death ; 
All written by the hand of Pharafmanes. 

Zen. BehoU, my lord ^ 

Tir. Be filcnt : while you plead 
tor Rhadamiftus thus, your love condemns him* 

Zctj 'Tis true, I love him, and attempt not now 
To hide my love.— His danger brings me hither } 
Zenobia comes to give him liberty : 
She comes from you to afk it.-^Rome once more 
Makes me the offer of Armenia's fceptre. 
In my behalf behold from Syria march 
The Latian bands : meantime the Armenians call 
On thee to fill their throne. — Do thou confent i 
Zenobia here will fecond tlieir defign : 
Reftore to me in fireedom Rhadamiftus, 
And rule Armenia's kingdom. 

Tir. Surely mighty 
For a new lover fuch a facrifice. 

2m. But not^ O prince ! too mighty for a huf- 
band. 
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ACT Ill.j ZEKOBIA. 67 

Tir. A huftaiuH 

Zm. I have laid. 

Tir. Can this be true ? 
Such fccret too from me till now conceal'd ? 

Zen. I fear*d to excite your rage agaiol^ my 
confort ; 
' I fearM your juft afflidtion. — Know, my heart 
Too weak to witnefe fuch a fetal trial. 
At Icall at diflance^^ — 

TV. Cruel and inconftant ! 
Ungrateful woman ! Whom ftiall we believe. 
Or whom, Mithrancs, truft ? All is deceit 
We hear or fee — ^2^nobia has betray*d me. 
And truth is loft for ever ! 

Zen. Tiridates, 
Think not 'twas I betray'd thee. — Np, 'twas Hear 

Ten, 
And 'twas a Other's will oppos'd oar nuptials. 
I know not whether fear or hope induc'd 
The crael change : I know that thou wert abfent. 
And that this hand was deftin'd to another. 

Tir. And could'ft thou dien— 

Zm. What power, alas ! «ras mine ? 
*• Behold" (he cried) ** the only way, my daughter, 
" To lave my life, ;ny kingdom and my honour." 
Now fay, had Tiridates been as me. 
What would he then have done i 

Tir. Have died, Zenobia. 

f2 Zen. 
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flS ZENOBIA. [act IJl, 

Zen. I do fer more — I part from thee and live : 
Death would have only ferv'd to render ftiort 
My time of fuffering : I with mine had clos'd 
Thy dearer life, and difobey'd a father. 

Tir. Thy recent bands are little irkfome to thee ; 
Well haft thou toil'd for Rliadamiftus' fafety, 
And he has well fecur'd thy heart. — I fee 
Report was falfe, that e'er he fought thy life. 

Zen. O ! no, 'twas true ; but this can never 
make 
My bands more irkfome. 

TKf. How ! — not irkfome ? 

Zen. No. 

Tir. He fought thy life and thou canft love 
him ftill ? 
And tovc fo firmly, that to enfure his fafety 
Thou offer'ft in exchange a kingdom's rule. 

Zen. Yes, Tiridatea — could Zenobia lefs. 
She muft neglefl her glory, ftain the honours 
Of all her anceftry ; forget the duty 
A wife fliould cherifti ; flight the immortal Gods, 
That witnefs'd her efpoufals. — ^Thee, O ! prince, 
Thee muft Zenobia wrong : where would be then 
The fpodeis innocence, the pride of foul 
That charm'd thee once in her ? Say, ftiould I 

then 
Have e'er been worthy Tiridates' love ? 

Tir. 
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ACT in.] ZESOBIA. 69 

Tir. Alas ! what virtue fate has ravilh'd from 
me ! 

Zen. If it indeed be true that lore is bom 
Of minds congenial, wherefore with that virtue 
Should now thy grief contend f No— imitate, 
Or rather, prince, furpafs it — ^Tiridates 
Can far outgo example. — Well I know 
Thy conllancy of temper. — Let us quit 
The paths of vulgar lovers : let the fparks 
Of emulation glow in either breaft. 

! think what we muft feel when we review 
Our glorious conqueft ; while the world ftiall learn 
That love, when cherifh'd in a noble hearty 

Can breed, and only breed the fruits of virtue. 

Tir. Run — fly, Mithiancs to our prefence 

bring 
In freedom Rhadamiftus. — How thy words. 
Exalted dame ! can change the mind at will ! 
Thou kindleft in my breaft another flame 
That quenches now the firft.— I fee with envy 
The grcatnefs of thy foul, and blufii fo long 
To lag behind thee. — I perCeive my heart 
Is wholly chang'd : no more I love Zenobia ; 

1 worftiip, I adore her — If I love her, 
A jealous lover of Zenobia's feme ; 

A zealous follower of Zenobia's virtues : 
I love her — as a mortal loves the Gods. 

Zen. All thanks, protedhng powers ! Zenobia 
now 

Ha* 
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JO SBKOBIA. [act in. 

Has not a foe : the greateft is fubbued^ 

The thought of thy diftreis. Go, prince, and 

rdgn 
(For thou sit worthy) in Zenobia's ilead. 

SCENE xni. 

Enter ^glb. 

yEgl. O ! let me, dearcft fiftcr, clafp thee thu« 
Oofe to my breaft. [embraces Zen. 

Zen. What means my*gentle .^le i 
What dream is this ? 

^^. No longer am I Mglc i 
Behold your \o& Arfinoe.— ^e the mark 
Of crimfon here, on the left arm imprefs'd 
Of all our race. 

Zen. 'Ta true, by Heaven ! 

Tir. Ye powers ! 

Zen. In one fliort moment what a tide of blifs ! 
How knew'ft thou this ? [fo JE^. 

JEgl. From him, the aged fliepherd. 
Till now belicv'd my father. — ^Thrice five years 
Have roU'd their coorfe fince from the Armenian 

rebels 
He had me then an infant ; and till now 
Has kept me ilill the darling of his love : 
But late he heard the fortunes of 2^nobia, 

And 
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ACT III.j EftNOBIA. ft 

And well he knovtrs diee too, but not from me. 
I kept my &ith unbroken.— Whether now 
Thy fufFerings mov'd him j or that verging near 
The clofe of life, he was refolv'd agwn 
To give me back the honours of my birth. 
He call'd me to him, ind with many a tear 
Told all the -tale, and fciA me tt> Zenobia. 

Zen. Well in thy fyct I read diy princely mind* 



SCENE LAST. 
Enter Rhadamistds. 

HhaJ. Ah ! "nridates 

TV. Come, my lord, O ! come ; 
Behold Zenobia here, thy long-fought wife, 
I thus reftore her to thee. 

RiaJ. [io Zm.'] O! ftugive, 
Foi^ve ymr Rhadamifhu. 

Zen. What offence 
Aw^ts my pardon ? 

BiaJ. Hearens t — my jealous rage. 

Zm. Your jealous rage was kindled in your 
brmft 
From love's excefs.^The caufc I ever cherifh, 
Th' effed I have foi^tten. [mhrace. 

Ttr- Heavenly goodnefs I 
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72 ZENOBIA. [act III. 

Zen. [to Tir.] To me, O ! prince, the Gods 
refiore a lifter, 
To whom I owe my life, and fiun would ftiew 
The gratitude fhe merits. — ^Well I know 
She loves thee, Tiridates : let that hand. 
Devoted once for mine, be given at leaft 
At my requeft — beftow it on Arfinoe. 

Tir. Receive it, princefs [ghes his Aaw/.j 

What thou bid'ft, Zenobia, 
To me is ever lacred. * 

^gl. Happy hour ! 

Rhad. O ! faithful fpoufe ! 

Zen. O ! generous Tiridates ! 

Chohus. 
Tia felfe that Love, with tyrant fway 
Bids every will his rule obey, 

And o'er our freedom reigns. 
But lovers thus, while each purfues 
His wayward courfe, would faults excufe 

Which Fate in them ordains. 



EKD OP THE THIBD ACT. 



THEMISTOCLES. 
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THEMISTOCLES. 



FEBSONS 
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PEKSONS OF THE DRAMA. 

Xebxbs, King of Fbbsia. 

TfiEHisToci.Es, an Athenian General. 

AspASiA, Daughter of Tubhistocles. 

NBOCKBt, Son of Thbhistoclei. 

RoxANA, a Frincefs of the royal blood, in love 
with Xbbxbs. 

Ltsimachus, Ambaflador from Ac Greeks. 

Sbbaetbs, Confidant of Xbbxbs. 

ScBNB in the city of Susa. 
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THEMISTOCLES. 



ACT I. SCENE I. 
T^paltKt of X^XSS, 
Thbmistocles, Neoclbs. 
7%m. What would'ft thou do ? 
Neee. Permit me to chafiife 
TTiat haughty Perlian, — fccftthou hot, my&ther, 
Hovr little he attends to diy demands ? 
What further inMts muft we yet endure ? 

Tim. Reftrain tiiy ill-tim'd ardour ? Thinkft 
thouftill 
We tread the foil of Greece ; and that thou fee*ft 
lliy &ther circled with the flattering crowds. 
That ever throng to him whom Fortune fiivours ? 
All things muft change ; and, Neocles, the wife 
Submit to prefent evils. See in this 
The palace of pur foe : no longer now 
Am I the hope, the darling pride of Athena ; 
A poor, a wandering exile, fliunn'd of all. 
An outcaft of mankind, what have I left. 
Save this, (the greateft good) I fiiU retwi 
My ccmfiancy unfhaken. 
JVwf . Pardon, Sir, 

Such 
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fG TEMISTOCLEfl. [aCT I. 

Such conftancy I fcarce with temper bear. 

1 fee thee driven, excluded from thofe walls. 

Which late thy blood preferv'd ; in every part 

To find thft hatred of thy cruel country 

Purfue thee ftill, and with infidious policy. 

Forbid thee an afylum. Malice feems 

To grudge thee even a foftering fpot of earth. 

To feed the wants of nature ; yet I hear 

No murmurs pafs thy lips : 1 fee thy looks 

Unmov'd and placid. Is it pofllble ? 

How canfl thou thus fupport the unnatural flrpke 

Of man's ingratitude ? 

Them. Alas ! my fon. 
Thou 'rt newly entcr'd on the path of life. 
And all to thee ts ftrange : I blame thee not ; 
For wonder b the child of ignorance. 
And mother Aill of wifdom. Know the hatred. 
Thou fee'fl in human breads, is moilly found 
The recompenfe of every good conferr'd 5 
The imgrateful hate (and many fuch there are) 
The galling weight of benefits in him 
From whom they come ; while he, from whom 

they come. 
Loves, in the man he ferycs, the benefits 
By^im beftow'd ; and hence, my fon, proceeds 
My country's hate to me, my love to her. 

Neoc. Were only men unjull to thee, my father, 
I might fupport the thought ; but even the Gods 
Seem mindlefs of thee. 

Thm, 
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Act 1.] TBEMIST0CLE8. 77 

Them. Mindlcfs ? 

Neoc. Can we call 
This wretched iUte^ thy virtue's due reward ? 

TTiem. Of good or evil, know'ft thou which t9 
name. 
Reward or punifliment ? 

Neoc. What means my father ? 

Them. By fufFering, virtue is refin'd, but grows 
Corrupt by profperous fortune. Limpid flows 
The ftream midll broken rocks, but in a pool 
Stagnates impure ; the weapon, that in war 
Refplendent blazes, rufis in lazy peace. 

Neoc. But thus to change from triumphs pad 
to meet 
With trials fuch as thcfe. 

Them. Futurity 
Perhaps may envy more my prefent trials^ 
TTian all my former triumphs. 

Neoc. Be it fo : 
But iay, what caufe has brought thee to this plac<^ 
In fearch of other perils ? Is the hatred 
Of Greece fo little ? Would'ft thou flandexpos'd 
To Perfia's fury ? Doll thou not remember 
That Athens, when aflail'd, led on by thee, 
OpposM the xmited force of Aiia's arms. 
And fcofF'd at Xerxes and his idle bridge ? 
Ah ! think not that fuch tranfient anger fwells 
The heart of kings. — Here fliould'ft thou be dif- 
cover'd 
7 To 
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79 TRBUIfTOeL£l. [a.CT I* 

To whom wilt thou recur ? In other parts 
Thy foes arc many, here thy foes are alL 
Each, ^m thy counfels, has in battle loft 
A fiiend, a relative, a fon or &ther. 
Ah ! let us fly, my lord — ^in pity— 

Them. Peace: 
Some one I fee approachii^— Leave me ; hence 
And w^t for me apart. 

Neoe. And fhall I not 
Remain with Aec, my fethcr ? 

Thm. No : 1 dare not 
Confide in thy forbearance i and our ftite 
Requires it much. 

-Neoc. And no w 

Tkm. Obey. 

Neoc. At leaft. 
In fuch a dreadful tempeft, O ! take heed 
And guard thy fefcty. 

Them. Hence and hope the belt 

Neoc. And can I fey, O ! fire belov'd ! 

That hope will e'er be mine ; 
Or ftars, that late have cruel ptov'd. 

Will now benignant fliine ? 

I dread the frowns of Fate fcvere 

Againft thy peace combin'd ; 
But more than all her frowns I fear 

Thy conftancy of mind. \Exti. 

SCENE 
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S C E N £ n. 

AsrASiA, Sebastbs. Thbmistocles apart. 

TUm. [afiJt.'] Thu ftnugff, bj tm looks mi 
bearing, feems 
Of high concern and niannen owre refin'd : 
CM" him I may enquire — but foft, what mdd 
With him appears ; and by her veils a Greek ? 
jf/p. [to Scb.] Yet hear me. 
Seb, No ; I caaaotj fair Afpafift, 
Now longer here remain : the king cxpe£b me. 
[going. 
AJp. Yet one fliort moment -. is it true the king 
Has made this cruel edi£l ? 

Seh. *Tis moft true : 
Whoe'er to Xeixcs brings Themiftocles, 
Alive or dead, fhall gain immenTe reward. 

[going. 
Aff. Unhappy fether t \aftde. 

Than, [to Seb.] Tell me, gracious lord, 
(If thus far may be known) can all alike 
Prefumc to approach the fetft of royal Xerxes, 
And when and where fuch honour is permitted ? 
Afp. [ajde.'] How fliall I warn my father ? 
Sfb. [to Them, iaaghtily.'] Hence and learn 

From 
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FVom others what thou feek'ft. 

7Sm. If I perhaps 
Have err'd unweeting, courteous deign to infirudl 

me; 
A ilranger am I ; and to me unknown 
The country's cuftoftis here. 
SeB. Farewell, Afpafia. 

[Exit, without attending to Them. 
Tkm. What fenfelefs pride ! 

SCENE IIL 

Themistoclbs, Asfasia. 

jifp. \to her/elf. 1 Condudl not, mighty Gods ! 
My father to thefc Oiores ! 

Tkm. \afide.'] Then kt me feek 
Some better knowledge from this Grecian dame. 
\io Acf .] Fwr vir^, if the Heavens — Almighty 

Powers ! 
What features do I fee ! 

4fp. Eternal Gods! 
*Tis fure my father, or fome form like his I 

Them. O ! iay 

Afp. Themiftocles! 

TTim. Afpafia! 

Jfp. Father! 

Them. 
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ACT I.] TaSMISTOCI.Ba. 81 

7%an. Mydaug^iter! \tmhraa, 

A/p. Fly, O! fly 

Tiem. And doft thoa live ? 

j^. Ah ! fly, my deareft &ther.— O ! what ftar 
In evil boar has brought you to diis palace ? 
Ah ! Xerxes fecks your life, and vaft rewards 
Are promis'd him who brings you to his flght— • 
Alas ! delay not— -fome one may difcover — 

TlnR. Tliou witt thyfelf difcorer me, Afpalia, 
Widi this excels of fear. — Say, when to Argos 
I fent thee for a flielter from the dangers 
Of war and tumult, was not then thy fliip 
Eogulph^d in roaring waves ? 

j(^. It was ; and none. 
Save I alone, funriv'd the cruel wreck ; 
By wondrous chance efcap'd from flcmny feas 
To pay with liberty my ranfom'd life. 

T^em. Say how was this } 

Aff. A veflTel from the waves — 
(O Heaven ! I freeze with terror !) from the waves 
A hoftilc veflel took me, fcarce alive. 
And bore me prifoner to this fated land. 

Thaa. Is here thy birth difclos'd ? 

Aff- No. — ^Xerxes gave me 
(My race unknown) a prefent to the princefi. 
The fair Roxana. — How I oft invok'd , 
A father's name ! How oft I wearied Heaven 

vo;,. III. G With 
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83 THEMISTOCLE9. [aCT I. 

With TOWS to fee him ! But I Uttle thought 
To find my vows fo fatally 6^11'd. 

TketH. Compofe thyfelf, my daughter ; joy and 
grief 
Are pUc'd with bounds fo near to each, the paflage 
Is but a moment's work. This day our fortune 
May take a difierent afpaft ; finding thee> 
Already do I feel my fuiferii^ lels. 

ji^. But how t how have you found me here ? 

A WTAch, 

In fervile bonds ! And bow uc you arriv'd ? 
A fugitive profcnb'd ! A lonely exile ! 
Alas ! my fiither, where is now the fplendor 
That once encircled you ? The pomp, the menials, 
The wealth, the friends ? — O I Deities unjufl: ! 
O ! mod ungrateful Athens ! and does earth 
Support thee Oill } And flill the thunder fleep 
In Jove's eternal hand ? 

Them. Forbear, Afpafla ! 
And leam, more wife, to keep thy grief in bounds; 
Know, fhe, who calls for vengeance on her country. 
Can ne'er be daughter to Themiflocles ; 
Nor will I bear thou (hould'ft one moment harbour 
Such impious thoughts. 

A/p. When you defend her caufe. 
Your country*! gu3t is doubled. 

Them. Hold ! no more. 
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AJ^. Yet, let me beg you fly ! — Ah! quit diis 

Und. 
^Tkan. Whence is thy dread, if here to all un- 
known — 
Afp. To all unknown ? And where ! ah 1 where, 
is then 
Themiftocles unknown ? The charadter 
Of majelly imprefs'd upon his brow. 
That fpcaks his foul, fuilices to betray him. 
This day the peril threatens more : from Athens 
Kt Sufa an ambaflador anrives : 
From him and from his followers, who fhall now 

Conceal 

Thmu '— But tell me, know'ft thou yet his 
buJinefs, 
And what his name ? 

j^f. I know not ; but the lung 
Will ^ve him fpeedy audience.-»See already 
Where yonder throng the impatient populace 
To reach the deftin'd place. 

Them. May each that wills it 
Be prefeflt at the meeting ? 
^. Doubdefi each. 

Them. Remain thou here : I hafte to fatisfy 
A wifh I long have cherifli'd in my brcaft, 
Thus face to face to meet my ancient foe. 

Aff. Forbear ^Unhappy me ! What would 

you do ? 

c 2 You 
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You kill me with affright ! O ! if you love me, 
Forego the thought — ^By this imconquer'd hand. 
On which, a trembling and a fuppliant daughter, 
I now imprefs the kifs of filial duty ; 
Even by that country, which, to you a foe. 
You ftill have reverenc'd; which you have de- 
fended, 
Howe'cr to you ungratefiil. 

Them. Lov'd Afpalia, 
Come to thy fether's bread : full well in thefe, 
Thefe fond emotions of an anxious daughter, 
I read thy heart ; but link not thus beneath 
Thy birth and virtue. — Leave to me the care 
To guard myfclf— Farewell ; and from thy father 
Learn to defpife the frowns of ni^ard Fortune. 

Amidfl the rage of adverfe fate 
He neither firar nor tumult knows. 

Who, fUU prepar'd for every ftate, 
A heart to all undaunted fhows. 

Thofe evils that attend on life 
Are leflbns to the noble mind ; 

As from the winds and waves at ftrife 

Their ufeful fchool die feamea find. [Exit. 



SCENE 
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ACT J."] THEUISTOCXBS. 85 

SCENE rv. 

Enter Roxana. 

j^, [to her/elf^ Alas ! through all my trem- 
tding bread I feel 
Each fibre fhake with fisar ! 

Rox, Permit me now, 
Afpalia, to comply ; and why conceal 
Thy happy fortune thus ? Though not a fiiend, 
I hop'd at Icaft to find thee more fincere. 

AJ^. \afi_de:\ Alas ! fhe knows it all. Tliemif- 
tocles . 
Too furely is difcover'd. 

Rax. Thou art pale ! 
Thou anfwer'ft not ? And have I truly heard. 
And have I near me then my deadlieft foe. 

jf/p. Ah ! princefs ! 

Rox. Peace, ingrate, to thee I told 
My fecret foul, to thee intruded all. 
And thou, mean time, haft us'd each art to win 
From me the heart of Xerxes. 

4ff. [ajde.'] What I fear'd 
Employs not now her thoughts. 

Rox. Is this, Afpalia, 
The recompenfe for all my ftiendfhip (hewn ? 

^. Such taunti and infults ill become Roxana, 
Foflefs 
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Poflefs, without a fear, the heart" of Xerxes, 
I never flial! difpute it — no ! — ^too well 
I know myfetf ; think not Afpafia's hopes 
(Beyond her rank) afptre to mount the throne. 

Rox. Diilimulation all ! A thoufand thoughts 
Coniimi my fears, (ince Xerxes firft beheld thee, 
I find a diuly change, while cold indifference 
Succeeds declining love. I mark his looks, 
Intent on thee ; I hear his converfe dwell 
Too oft on thee ; and when I fpeak of love. 
He feems confiis'd ; then feeking an excufe 
To veil his luke-warm paflion, lays the blame 
On all thofe cares that vex a monarch's peace. 

jiff. Not love, but generous pity warms hii 
breaft. 
For poor Afpafia's fortune. 

Rox. Pity oft 
Is but a fpecious name. 

Afp. Reflc6t, Roxana, 
How great the diflancc twixt rayfelf and Xerxes. 

Rox. Love equals thofe more diflant. 

j^p. But a ftranger ?-: 

Rox. *Tis that I fear. Sometimes the &ncied 
value 
Outweighs the true ; thofe gems arc little worth 
Where Nature heaps them with a lavifti hand. 
But from their fcarcenefs oft are treafures deem'd. 

jifp. For pity's fake, Roxana, be not thus 

Ingenious 



3,q,i,i.:dbvGoogIe 



ACT I.] TaSMISTOCUS. Sf 

Ingenious to your pain ? Tou wroi^ Afpafia, 
You wrong yourfelf and Xeixcs : if the cares 
Of lo7e can find admiffion in this bre«ft, 
CMidft all the fufFciings of my prefent ftate) 
Not Xerxes is their obje6t. In this heart 
Another form is grav'd ; and leara^ Afpafia 
Has not a heart that knows how lore can chuige. 
Rex. And wilt thou then 



SCENE V. 

Enter Sbbastbs. 

Se^. [ to Rax.] If, princefs, you would fee 
The Athenian em^oy, he prepares to take 
His audience of the king. 
' Rox. I come, Sebafles. 

ji^. Hear — know'ft thou yet his name ? 

Seh. Lylimachus. 

w^. \ajide.'] Eternal Powers! 'tis he, my heart's 
dear lord ! 
But wherefore comes he ? [ to Seb. 

Seh. As I learn, he comes 
To feek Themiftocles. 

j^f. {afide.l And is he then, 
Is then my lover too my father's foe ? 
All, all the earth confpire in waging war 
With one unhappy exile I 

3 Ron. 
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Box. Go, Sebafles, 
Before me to the king — farewell AfpalU. 
\to Afp.l Betray me not. [Exit Scballes. 

jifp. Ah ! banifli from your mind 
Thefe jealous doubts ? — Ah I how can thoughti 

like thefe 
E'er find admittance in a noble breaft ? 

Rox. A lover I ! too well I know ; 
From jealoufy what tonnents flow. 
The bane that heightens every woe. 

And poifons every joy. 
The monfter with an hundred eyes. 
Creates the bad, the good belies. 
And every cruel pang fupplies^ 

To work the foul's annoy. 



s c E N E vr. 

AsFASiA alone. 

Can this be true ! And is Lyfimachus, 
Is he too leagu'd agMnft a wretched father ? 
O ! faithlefs man ! already he forgets me ; 
He thinks me dead ; and thinks that to the dead 
*Ti3 folly to be conftant : — Cruel ftars, 
Midft all my fufferings this alone was wanting. 

What 
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What maid, alas ! has ever feen 

Her ftars more adverfe fliine ? 
What tender heart by &xc has been 

Coodemn'd to pains like mine ? 

My fighs fucceed each other itill : 

One woe another breeds ; 
And each fucceeding grief I feel. 

The fonner grief exceeds. 



[£«/. 



SCENE VII. 



A magmficent fhce far public audience. A throne 
ttt (me_^. Fiew of tht city at a ^fiance. 

Thbuistocles, Neocles. 

Neoe. My father, whither goeft thou ? Still in 

I would divine thy purpofe ; while I mark 
Each look with fear, and think that every eye 
Is fix'd alone on thee. Behold the guards I 
The king is near at hand ; let us depart. 

Them, Here, mingled with the crowd, we may 

- remain. 
Neoe. Think of the danger, fir. 
Them. No more ! — be filent. 
Neoc. [a/de.'] I tremble for th' even^ 

[they retire to one _0de, 
6 SCENE 
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SCENE viir. 

Enler Xerxes and Sebastbs with a numereta 
attettdanee. 

Xer. Go, call before us 
The ambaflador from Greece j he fliall be heard. 

\a guard goes oat, 
Sebaftes, tell me, does Themiftocles 
Still hide him from my vengeance ? Ifave I then ' 
In vain held forth fuch hope of high reward ? 

Seh. He cannot long be hid : too manj friares' 
Are laid ibr him to efcape thecn. 

Xer. While he lives 
I cannot rcfi, — ^fay, has he not beheld 
The flight of Xerxes ? Midft the unnumber'd 

fhips. 
With which opprefs'd th' ^gean billows groan'd, 
He knows, that chac'd by him, (O ! fhame to 

think !) 
My life was trufled to a fingle bark. 
Poor and defencelefs ; that, by thirft conftrain'd, 
X drank the fcanty water, foul and putrid ; 
And pnus'd with eager hps, the favoury draught ; 
And ihall he live, who lives to boail of thi? ? 
O ! no ! — it ne'er fliall be, and in my heart 
The thought alone is madnefs. 

\afiends the throne, 
I*feoc, 
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Neoc. [pj<ie to Them.] Hear you this ? 

Them. I do ! 

Neoc. Then let us fly. 

T^em, Peace, Neocles. 

SCENE IX. 

Enter Ltsimachus with a train of Greeks. 

Lyf. Great king ! in whom, though in a foe to 
Greece, 
Athens not only pays the honours due 
To regal m^efty, but, from thy virtue 
(Unbounded as thy empire) now expels 
A g^ft beyond the nobleft. 

Xer. Let it not 
Be peace thou feelc'ft : — then fit and freely fpeak. 

Neoe. [to Them.] Is that Lyfimachus ? 

[Lyf./«. 

Them. It is ? 

Neoc. The friendfliip 
Of one fo dear, may ftand you much in Head. 

Them, [to Neoc.] Be filent or depart. 

Lyf. [jo Xer.] To fwcep from earth 
A ralh diilurber of the public peace 
One common intereft chums from all that rule ; 
Even foes £houId here concur : the lingle fiate 
That flicltcrs one profcrib'd, muft injure all ; 

For 
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Fcff hope of an afylum ever tempts 
The mind to each excefe. Themiflocles, 
(Forgive me, haplels friend!) is now the criminal 
TTiat Athens fceks. Within thefc palace walls 
Tis thought he dwells ; (he could of right de- 
mand him. 
But rather alks him as a gift from Xerxes. 

Neoc. {ajde.'] O ! cruel embafly ? O ! feithlefi 
friend! 

Tliem. \afide.'\ O ! loyal citizen \ 

Xer, We fhall not now, 
Ambaflador, explore the fecret purpofe 
TTiat hither tum'd thy fteps, nor what our trull 
Due to the Grecian faith ; but this I know. 
Not all thy ftudied artifice of fpeech 
Can- hide the boldnefs of a cl^m like this. 
Say, what imports to me the peace of Athens ? 
Muft I be made the power fubfervicnt here 
To do your bidding ? Who ftiall thus prefume 
To frame new leagues to bind contending foes ? 
And com'ft thou now to give me laws or counfel ? 
The laft I little trail, the firft I fpurn. 
Let not a linglc vidtory fwell you thus 
With tranficnt pride ; for know, the fate of Greece 
Is httle yet fecur'd ; and know, to Athens 
The way lies open flill for Xerxes' arms. 

Lif. But what imports to you Tliemiflocles ? 

Xer, Learn that, when Xerxes finds him in his 
power— 

1^. 
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Lj/f. And dwells he not in Su£i ? 

Xtr. Were it fo. 
Of him I hold no conference with thee. 

£^/. My lord, your hatred of the Greciui name 
Blinds you too &r, and if I now bc^ 
On peaceftd terms 

Xer. No more : I have forbid thee 
To fpeak of peace. 

Lxf 'Tis true ; but yet^ 

X€r. Enough: 
I know what liiou would'ft fay, and have reveal'd 
To thee my thoughts at fiJl — thou may'ft depart. 

fy/. I go ; but fincc Jo little weighs 
With thee the name of friend ; 

Think not a boaft can win the praife. 
Thai muft on deeds depend. 

Foes may be felt, though lightly priz*d. 

As Afia late has tried ; 
Foes, that the more they feem'd defpis'd 

Have dangers more defied. 

[Exit with train. 
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SCENE X. 

Xerxes, Sbbastes. Thbhi8toci.es and Neo- 
CLBS apart. AtttndmU. 

Xer. The Greeks, Sebaftes, think Themillocles 
Is now in Perfia — I-CFfc not then a moment 
To explore the truth, and cafe thy amious mafier. 
This viiflim can alone appeafe the hatred 
That prep upon me and confumes my peace. 

Neoe. [afide.'] And yet my ^her flies not. 

Tim. Mow's the time 
To make the trial. 

^making his way through the guards. 

Neoc. [afide to him.'] Hear me, O ! my &ther. 

TTim. [before the thrme.'] Great king. 

Seh. What means this frenzy? Madman, hence! 
Guards, take him from die prefence. 

Tiem. HuAun prayers 
Offend not even the Gods. 

Sek. Atrayl 

Xer. Not fo : 
He fhall be heard. — What would'ft thou, ftrangcr ? 
Speak. 

Them. I feek a ihclter here from adverfe For- 
tune, 
And only Jove or Xerxes can protefl me. 

Xer. 
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Xer. Who «t thon f Say. 

Them. At Adiens was I bom. 

Xer. And dar'ft thou then, a Greek, appear 
before me ? 

Them, Yes, Xerxes, thoi%h fuU wdl I know 
that name 
Is here a crime \ but aow a nughty fervice 
Abfolves in me that crime. — ^Thcmiftoclcs 
Thou fcek'ft, and him 1 here conduift before thee. 

Xer. I^etmftodes ? Can dus be true ? 

Them. With kings 
What lips ihall utter felfehood ? 

Xer. Such high fervice 
No recompenfe can anfwer. — Where, O ! where 
Is this long-fought-for objedl of my hatred ? 

Tksm. He ilands before your fight. 

Xer, Where is he ? 

Thm. I— 
I am Themiftocks. 

Xer. Thott ! 

Them. I am he. 

Neoc. [afide.'] Where ihall I hide me } {Exif. 

Xer. Doft thou fear fo httle 
To meet my juft refentment ? Dar'A thou thus — 

T^em. Hear me, and then determine. — See be- 
fore thee -' 

Capricious 
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Capriciom Fortune's fpOTt. — ^In me, O! king, 
Behold that fame ThemiAocIes who fhook 
So late thy throne, who now reforts to thee 
For fuccour and fupport. — He knows thee mighty. 
Nor is he yet to leam a foe's refentment 
Enkindled long againft him ; yet the hope 
To find in thee a guardian and protei^r 
Conduds him hither. — In thy virtue, kii^. 
He thus confides. — Behold me in thy hand, 
Tis thine to fave me, or 'tis thine toteke 
A wifti'd revenge. — If love of noble &me 
Glows in thy breafl, behold an ample field 
For virtue worthy thee : fubdue thyfetf. 
And fi:retch thy hand to raife a proftrate foe. 
I£ hatred fway thee, paufe a moment yet : 
What pr^fe to conquer unrefilHng weaknefi ? 
How ufefiil to acquire a faithfiil fiiend. 
Tliink that thou ait a king, and think that here 
Thou fee'ft an exile who confides in thee. 
And came a willing vii£tim to this land ; 
Refle<5l, and calmly then decide my &te. 

Xer. [afide."] Ye righteous Goda ! was ever 
known a foul 
More firm and more unfhaken ! What intrepit^ 
What unexampled virtue ! Thus alone, 
Difarm'd, an enemy, to Hand before 
The fece of Xerxes ! Thus in confidence — 
O I 'tis too much— [(fl Them.] Tell me, Themif- 
tocles, 

What 
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What would'ft thou ? With my hatred make my 

glory 
Difpute the vi^ory ? — O ! now at leaft 
Thou Ihalt not conquer. — Let me clafp thee then 
Clofe to my breaft : whate'er thou hop'ft is thine j 
Take what thou wilt. — My treafures fhall be opeti'd 
\defcends from his throne and embraces Thern. 
To give thee ^d ; my kingdom (hall be ami'd 
For thy defence ; and from this happy hour 
Theraiftocles and Xerxes are the fame. 

Them. Oking! butnowmyhopesappear'dexcefs. 
And yet thy generous heart out-goes them all : 
What can I offer then ? My toils, my blood. 
My -life ? For fuch tranfcendent grace beftow'd, 
My life, my blood, my toils were worthlefs all. 

Xer. Be thou my rccompenfe ; Themiftocles 
Is Xerxes' friend, — Yes, our contention lUll 
Shall not have end ; though here I call alidf 
All hatred for my injuries of old, 
I mean with thee to wage a nobler war. 

Do thou fronfent, a nobler part 

Hereafter each may prove ; 
Since glory now in either heart 

Has hatred chang'd to love. 

Thy former enmity forget ; 

My vengeance I refign : 
Do thou fupport my regal feat. 

Thy fafety ftiall be mine. \BxU attended. 
TOi,. III. H SCENE 
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SCENE XI. 
THBHISTOCI.B8 akme. 

How oft, unftable Fortune, doft thou flUft 
Thy afpetfi thus ; and vunly now woidd'fi tempt 

me 
To tnift thy treacherous feeming. — ^Np : too oft 
Fve prov'd thy fmilea and frowna : thy fevour ftill 
I little heed, and hold thy wrath m fconir 

Uncertwn Fortune ne'er beguiles. 
Nor lures me with her harlot-fnules, 

Nor warms with hope nor chSU with fears. 
I know that oft in vemal bowers 
The ferpent glides amidft the flowers ; 
I know that oft in midnight hours 

We praife a iUr, when none appears. 

[£»V. 

SCENE 'Xn. 

AsPASiA almf. 

Where am I ? Who will now, ah! haplefe maid. 
Shew me my father ? Here in vain I feek him. 
Yet felf-difcover'd here but now he ftood 
Before the king — fo Neocles declai'd : 
He could not be deceir'd. 

SCENE 
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SCENE XIII. 

Enter Roxana. 

Ah ! princefs, hear. 

In pity hear me, and proteA my father 

From angry Xerxes' vengeance. 

Rox. Say'ft thou ?— Father ? 

ji/p. O ! yes — -behold in me, immOTtal powers ! 
The wretched daughter of Themiftocles. 

Rox. In thee ? Can this be pdliblc ? 

j4jft. No more 
It aught avmls to keep my both c(mceal'd. 

Rox. [a^e.^ Mas ! my nval now has Wronger 
charms. 

■4^- Go, generous princefs, plead, implore his 
pardon. 

Rox. Pardon for him ? Then fure thou know'ft 
not all. 

ji/p. I know my father here to angry Xerxes 
IMfclos'd himfelf : my brother, who in vain 
Oppos'd his purpofe, fled in terror hence. 
He faw me flnce, and from his trembling lips 
I heanl the fatal troth. 

Rox. Now learn the reft : 
Know then ■■■ '■ 

H t SCENE 
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SCENE XIV. 

Bnter Sebastes. 



Seb, Afpafia, haften ; Xerxes now 
Requires your prefence ; for Theroiftoclei 
Has own'd you for his daughter : never yet 
The king appear'd to hear more grateful tidings. 

Rm. [afide."] Death to my hopes ! 

4^. [ajde.'] O Heaven !— Is then his hatred 
Rooted fo deep in Xerxes ? 

Seb. Hatred ? No : 
Themiftocles is now his only joy. 
■ yl/p. What do I hear, Scbaftes ! Twas but now 
He fought his death. 

Seh. And now, with all the warmth 
A friend can feel, he clafps him to his brcaft ; 
Calls him bis life ; directs all eyes to him. 
And only fpcaks of his Themiftocles. 

jf^. Farewell Roxana — O ! the heart-felt rap- 
ture! 

Th' excefs of joy which now I find 

Becomes a pleafing pain ; 
A joy like this my fuiFering mind 

Might long ha^x hop'd in vain. 

With 
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With Fortune's fmiles my foul appears 

So rapt in blifs extreme ; 
I tremble llill with anxious fears 

Left all fhould prove a dream. [Exit. 

S C E N E XV. 

ROXAKA^ SeBASTES. 

Seh. [afideJ] Take courage, heart, and hope, 
fince jealoufy 
Has touch'd Roxana's breaft. 

Box. What means, Sebaftes, 
The impatience (hewn by Xerxes now to feelc 
The converfe of AfpaOa ? 

Seh. What fufpicion 
His thoughts fuggeft, Sebaftes fears to fpeak. 

Rox. And wherefore ? Freely fpeak. 

Seh. To me it feems 
That Xerxes loves her : when he heard her birth, 
A fudden pleafure brighten'd in his features. 
And told die fecret workings of his heart. 

Rox. O ! no— 4t cannot be — ^"tis but a dreann 
Thy £uicy fhapes.. 

Seh. Heaven grant it prove no other I 
But yet 'tis ever well to fear the wraft. 

Rox. Ye powers ! Should this be true what 
courfc befita 

Roxana 
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Roxana then ? 

Seh. Whatcourfe? To" fcek revenge. 
What may not beauty fuch as yours achieve ? 
Tis joy to punifh a perfidious hiver. 

Rox. Revenge at firft may yield a (hort relief. 
But ne'er can recompenfe our hopes dellroy'd. 

Amidft a thoufand hearts to choofe 
A heart in whom our hopes repofe ; 

Yet there betray'd, our peace to Jofe, 
Is fure the worfl of human woes. 

You bcft can tell, whofe bofoms know 
The pangs from faithlefs lovers found : 

Of all aiHidtions felt below. 

Misfortune gives no deeper wound. [Exit, 



SCENE XVI. 

Sebastbs alone. 

Xleaven finileB upon me, fince Afpafia now 
In Xerxes 6nds a lover, and re&ntment 
Has wum'd Roxana's bread. — ^The care be mine 
To cherifh love in Xerxes, and in her 
To increafe the jealous fiiry. — Should (he once 
Be rous'd to wifh revenge, I then may rilk 
A deed of high import.— My numerous friends 
With her's imited foon might make Scbaftes 
Even fear'd by Xerxes.— To die Periian throne 
I may 
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I may perhaps— Who knows ? — "IHs true I own 
That hope is ever daring ; but wc find 
Tbax fortune and that boldnefs oft unite. 

Though raih was he who durft explore 
The threatening waves unplough'd before. 
And fought to find a difiant (bore 

In regions loi^ unknown : 
Yet had the failor ne'er defied 
- With venturous oar the roaring tide, 
What treafures llill> in lands untried. 

Had ne'er been made our own. lExit, 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 

Ama^ficent apartmentdefiined forTmv.viiB'iocvs.^, 
Vafts •with gold and jewels. 

Thbmistocles alone. 

. Beholdthyfortunechang'd! Behold thy ftation, 

How diiFercnt now, Themiftocles ! But late 

Opprefs'd with every want ; thou foughtft in vain 

The flielter of a cottage : now poflefs'd 

Of this rich dwellings blaang round with pomp 

Of we:dth and fplendor : Thou behold'ft in heaps 

Unbounded treafures : to thy will fubje^ed> 

A kingdom and a king. Upon the flage 

Of this vun worlds who knows what part may next 

Themiftocles be thine : too well I fee 

That human lift, at beft, is but a tale ; 

And mine as yet unfinifli'd, 

S E C N E II. 

Bnter Neocles. 

l^eoc. Once agjun 
Father belov'd, on innocence and virtue 
The ftars propitious fliine : from every danger 
We now are freed. When Athens ftiall receive 
Thefe wondrous tidings, how will terror ftiake 

Her 
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Her citizens ungrateful ! Now begins 
Our fortune's happy coiirfe : I fee it all. 
And now, with thee, I feem to reap my part 
Of wealth and honours, ihare with thee the praifd 
Of palms and triumphs ; pafs Alcides' bounds. 
And conquer kings and give to kingdoms laws. 

Them. Hold, Neocles ; and trufl not yet too far 
Our prefent ftatc. Thy ardour now exceeds. 
As late thy fear ? When adverfe winds prevMl'd, 
Tlioutrembledft near the port; and now they fhcw 
A moment's favouring change, at once, my fon. 
Thou open'ft all thy canvas to the breeze, 
lUtim'd in both. Thy confidence of foul 
Is now a £Lult,.but then had been a virtue : 
And that diftruft, which once fo hr deprefsM thee. 
Was then a feult, but would be virtue now. 

Neoc. And what have we to fear ? 

Them. In what to truft ? 
Thefe treafures ? Thefe a moment has beftow'd, 
A moment jnay refumc them. In the friends 
Thou Jaw*ft me lale acquire ? Thefe are not nunc. 
They come with Fortune, and with Jier depart, 

Neoc. But royal Xerxes' favour will fulficc 
To make our ftate feciire. 

Them. And Xerxes' anger. 
Suffice to be our ruin. 

Neoc. No : the king 
Js &r too wife and juft. 

Thm, 
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T^em. A king fo great. 
Beholds not all hlmfelf, too oft deceiv'd 
When wk^d meo bdicge the royal ear; 
And wicked men abound in eveiy dime. 

Neec. Thy virtue ftill mud m^c thee rife above 
The calumny of comts. 

Tfum. O ! no, where each 
Attempts o*er tdl to make his merits flune. 
Hie virtue, moft admir'd, is leaft fecure. 

Neoc. What then remains ? — 

TScti, Depart— The king approaches. 

Neoe. In all thy vnxds what ma^ leems Coa- 
ceal'd ! 
But now I thou^ us blels'd, and now I fear 
A thoulaad perils. In a few fhort moments, 
AUr all to me aflumes a different form. 

Before the pleas'd fpeiSator's eyes 
Thus various forms fucceffiTC rife, 
Which oft the mimic ft^ fupplies. 

With every art beflow'd. 
A prifon, dark as dreary ra^t. 
Becomes a palace £ur and light ; 
And groves of verdure cheer ibc fi^t. 

Where late the billows flow'd. 

[Exit. 



SCENE 
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SCENE in. 
Enter Xeks.es. 

Xer. Thenuilocles. 

Tim. Great king. 

Xer. I ftill ambound 
To thee in gratefiil ties, and owe thee much. 
I proous'd recompenfe to him who brought 
Utemiflocles to Periia. I have now 
My utmoll wiHi, and with impatience come 
To make my promife good. 

Them, So many g^ 
Already laviOi'd— fliall not thefe fuffice ? 

Xer. No, every recompenfe too Uttle feems 
For fuch a £riend obtun'd, as Iwells my heart 
With generous pride. 

T^em. And means 

Xer. I mean to amertd 
The injuries of Fortune, and to nufe dice 
In her defpite. Miuntes, Lampfacus^ 
TTie city, wafh'd by fair Meander's ftream. 
Are from this inftant thine : hereafter Xerxes 
Will give more Ihining proofs to mark the love. 
With which he juftly honours thy defcrts. 

a Tkem. 
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7%«M. O! fir, bemoderate; ufe not thus your 

triumph, 
Nm call my blufhes forth : what have I done 
That thus from you may claim 

Xrr. What haft thou done ? 
And doft thou think it litde to confide 
In Xerxes' generous faith ? To intmft with him 
A life like thine ? To open him a field. 
Will make his name immortal i To reftore 
To Periia's kingdom in Themiftocles, 
In him alone, whate'er before was loft. 

Them. Reflect, from me, what ruin, blood— 

J[er. The glory 
To honour thus the virtue of my ftw, 
Compenlatea all : the firft was Fortune's work. 
And Fortune's blame — this glory is my own. 

Tiem. O! generous fentimests ! that well befit 
The fubftitute of Jove. Oh .' happy ]and. 
To fuch a king fubjeaed. 

Zer. Hear me further, 
I mean to follow now the gratcfid conteft 
Of mutual fiiendftiip. To my power thy life 
Thou haft intnifted ; to thy valour I 
Intruft my power. Thou Ihalt be fovereiga 

leader 
Of Perfia's amues : come, and take before 
The aflembled troops, the enlign of command, 
T^ou fiift fhalt hence to punifh the prefumption 

Of 
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Of reftlefs Egypt. Greater deeds we then 
May hope to achieve : with thee, Themiilocles, 
I truft to triumph o'er the world in atms. 

Them, And will my generous king fo far 

Xer. Away, 
Prepare for other triumphs. Let thy deeds 
Speak what thou mean'ft to lay. 

Them. Benignant Powers ! 
Preferve for me a prince fo like yourfelves, 
O ! let me ftill remember all his goodnefs. 
For Xerxes triumph or for Xerxes die. 

I feem to hear, with loud alarms. 

The trumpet's wakening breath. 
That calls me forth for thee in arms 

To encounter fields of death. 

Undaunted let me meet my fate. 

And view, with fearlefs eye, 
My tomb prepar'd, but ne'er ingrate 

To thee, my king, I'll die. [Exit. 

SCENE IV. 

Xerxbs aloTU. 

Tis ever true : a regal diadem 
Is heavy to fupport, and with it brings 
A thoufimd troubles ; but the power it gives 
To recompenfc the good, fet virtue iree 

Frgm 
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From the blind empire of ct^ricious Chance ; 

To make the worthy happy ; is a privily 

Atones for all, and optra to the foul 

The puiefl joys of frail humanity ; 

And (if a mortal boaft may thus prefume) 

Can make a monarch equal to a God. 

Such have I prov'd it, fince the day in which 

I g^'d Thcmiftocles ? It now imports me 

To make this gun fecure. I mean to raife 

Afpafia to the throne : her birth, her virtue. 

Her beauty well deferre it. In my empire 

Themiftocles will then aflert the rights 

Of all his future offspring, whilft the ties 

Of blood fhall make our mutual love increafe. 

Yet would I RtA confult Afpafia's heart : 

Already, at my will, Sebailes goes 

To found her fecret puipofe. But as yet, 

I iee liim not retum-^>ercfaancelie*8 here^ 

O ! Heavens ! — It is RaKam !— kt me now 

Avoid her pre&nce, [jt'^S' 



SCENE V. 
Enter Roxana. 

Bar. Whither goes my lord ? 
Do you then fly me I 

Xer. No f but otha cares 
Of high concenuQeot call me nov away. 
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Amt. And yetasKM^li thofe carca Roxun mcc 

"Has borne a part. 

Xer. But now they claim me wholly. 

Box, TSs trae, and well I underfland thee, 
Xerxes. 
I' fee how fiir Themtftociea mufi now 
Employ thy thoughts ; and juft it feems, a gocft 
So noble Hiould engrofs ihe heart of Xerxes. 
Thy mind (nor ftrange I deem it) is perplex'd 
Between the father's merits and 

JTtr. No mor&— 
Princefs, fiirewell, {£oing. 

Sox. Yet, hear me, croel man ! 

Xer. [afide] She mnft be ondecdv'c^ [t<x iw} 

attend Rcsana; 

Tis time I fbould to thee diiclofe my thoughts. 
Know then 

SCENE VI. 

Enter Sbbaste9. 

Sei. My lord, the AmbaflikdM from Greece 
Once more demands an audience. 

Xer. Wherefore, Giy ? 
Then is he not departed ? 

Sek. No, he learns 
That here ThemiAoclea refides in Sola, 

And 
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And means to make laige offers to tibtain him. 

Xer. O ! 'tis too much ; he trifles with my pa- 
tience : 
I will not hear him — charge him to depart. 
Nor dare to difobey me. [Seb. going. 

Rox. [afide.'] This refentment, 
AUs ! proceeds from lore. 

Xer. Yet hear, Sebaftes ; 
I've better thought — Go, bring him to our prc- 

fence, 
ril punifti his prefumption. [Exit Seb. 

Rox. Speak at length 
Your fecret puipofe. 
" Xfr. Tis no longer time. [f ««f- 

Rox. You promife, Xerxes, firft to tell mc all^ 
Then, crael man ! you anfwer not, but leave me. 

Xer. Alas ! when fpeechlefs I depart, 
Could'ft thou, Roxana, read my heart. 

My thoughts would then unfolded he. 
For oft we feem but to conceal 
Thofe truths which looks too well reveal, 

When filence only makes reply. [Exit. 

Rox. In vain, alas ! I would deceive myfetf. 
Afpafia triumphs — but behold the comes, 
The haughty f^-one. 



SC£N£ 
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. SCENE VII. 

Enter Aspasia. 

\Jooking at Aip. v^ith attention^ Where's the 

mighty chann 
That thus in her my Xerxes fo adores ? 

Afp. At length, Roxana, all your doubts are 

ended. 
Box. [ajide, hoking at her^ I cannotfindacaure 

for chains fo bmding. 
Jjp. What doft thou ?-^Whercfore gaze ir. 
filence on me ? 

Rex. I feek the wonders of that face, 
Thofe powerful eyes, and every grace. 

That rifk a king's repofe. 
A lover whom fuch charms aflail, 
Muft find excufe if e'er he fail 

In f^th of former vows. [£»://. 

Jfp. What harfli reproaches ! Tyrant Jealoufy, 
How dofl thou torture hearts ! I too, O Heaven ! 
Have prov'd no lefs for my Lyfimachus. 
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SCENE vin. 

Enler Lysimachus. 



Lj^, \eniering^ O ! let me for a momftnt but 
behold her, 
And then — \_feeing her^ But furc I dream ! — It 
is my love ! 
^fp. \jo her/elf, not feeing hmiJ] He furely 
knows I live ; for public fame 
Muft widely fpread the chance — Alas ! he glows 
With other flames than mine — ^ungrattfiil man I 
And yet I cannot fliake him from my thoughts ; 
But hence — ^it (hall be fo— thefe ties diflblv'd— 
[going. 
L^f: Hear me, my life ! 
jlfp. [turning^ Who calls me thus his life ? 
[feeing him.'] O Heavens ! 

Lyf. Thy own, thy true L)'limachus ; 
Yes, fair Afpafia, once agan my fate 
Has brought me to my lov'd-one's light. 

jifp. Afpafia? 
I am no longer flic — Afpafia's dead. 
Lyf. So fame, I know, declar'd ; but well I 
know 
The ule was falfc ; I know how Heaven preferv'd 
thee. 

Afp. 
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^/p. Then add to thii, what yet thou h^ not 
leam'd, 
^d further know— for thee I live no more. 
fy/. Ah ] wherefore thus transfix my bleeding 

heart? 
ji/j>. So tnie a lover and fo firm a friend 
Muft merit fure from me a tender greetiog. 
And haft thou dar'd, ingiate ! my father's fije. 
To meet Afpaiia now and fpeak of love ? 

fyf. Thy father's (oa ? Alas ! thoQ little know'ft 
' The conflict that I frcl^^A facr*d duty 
Compels me to obey ^y country's mandates ; 
While every moment, in my tortur'd bfe^. 
The lover with the citizen contends, 
^J^. Tliou muft relinqttini one, 
Ly/. Ah ! one 1 cannot, 
And one I ought not.— Every hour I ftrire. 
With agonizing pangs, againft my peace, 
And &ek to gain what, g;ain'd> muft make me 
wretched. 
yf^. The Heaven^ be prais'd ! thou yet haft 

nothing gain'd. 
Ly/. Alas I Afpaiia, I hav^ gain'd too much, 
Forgive me, O I ye guardian Gods of Athens [ 
If to her griefs I pay this tender figh. 

^. I tremble — fpeak — lay, what h^ft thoil 

obtwn*d ? 
J^. The king g?ves up Themiftocles to Greec», 
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4ff. Wretched Afpafia ! 

L^. Even this very hour 
He phghts his word to fend him hence. 

^fp. O Heavens ! 
\aji^e^ Ah ! Xerxes thu£ will punilh my refulkl. 
[lo Lyf.] Lyfimachus, have pity ! Thbu alone 
Canil fave my &ther. 

ij/I O ! what power is mine ? 
Perhaps already may the king expert me, 
Where now the people and the troops are met. 
Before them all he means to render up 
The vi^Um to my hands. — O ! think what power 
Can reft with me. 

AJf>. All, if thou wilt, is thine : 
Confent that by a fecret flight 

Lyf. Afpafia, 
What would'ft thou aik ? 

^/p. I from a lover aik 
A certain proof of love : thou canft not fure 
Rejcift my prayer. 

Lyf. Alas ! before I lov'd 
My duty was prefcrib'd by other Jaws, 
A citizen of Athens. 

A/p. Does the name 
Of citizen compel thee to piirfue 
A guildefs exile ? 

Lyf. O ! I fcek it not : 

I but 
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I but fuKil my duty. 

^Jp. Be it fa : 
We have our fereral duties — this is mine. 
Farewell for ever ! [i'"'"!?- 

ij/: Whither, whither goeft thou ? 

.A^. I go to Xerxes' arms. 

Ly. What iays Afpafia ? 

ji/p. Yes, Xerxes loves me, and to aflift a fa^er 
All nature pleads within me. — Ere I lov'd 
My duty was prcfcrib'd by other laws. 
The daughter of Thcmiftocles. 

ly. Yet hear me. 
Give not the world, Afpafia, this example 
Of broken futh. 

-4^. I follow where thou lead'ft. 
And but fulfil my duty. 

ij/; Does the ftruggle 
So little coll thee ? 

4fp. Little coft ? Then learn 
To thy confiiflon, 'tis to punifti me 
TTiat Xerxes gives my fether : but even now 
He fent to offer me his hand and throne ; 
And fhe, to whom it litde cofis to leave thee. 
Has, for thy fake, refus'd the Periian throne. 

Ljff. What fay'ft thou, O ! my love ? 
.4^. Nof is this all. 
Hear, cruel man ! thou know'flTve many a caufe. 

And 
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And yet I cannot hate thee : now reduced 
To this extreme, to part from thee for ever, 
1 feel my heart divided ftom my breaft. 
I fhould conceal my weaknefs — but in vun. 
In vain I drive— Behold, ungratefiil man ! 
In fpite of all, tny tears will find a way. 

ijy; Ah I weep not thus— I yield-— What havu 
I faid ? 
farewell, my life, ferewell 1 

^. And whither gocft thou i 

Jjyf. I fiy from trials which my virtue fears. 

^^. If any fpark of pity yet remain — 

L^f/l No mcH^'—I dare not cnift ray wavering 
duty. 

What mag?c power the fair attends. 

Who loft in grief appears ; 
What then the ftemeft heart defends 

From lovely eyes in tears ? 

I fly, my love, an exile hence ; 

If ftill with thee I ftay, 
No more my virtue makes defence, 

Nor Athens I obey. \_Exit. 



SCENE 
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SCENE IX. 

Abpasia aloae. 

Then all my hope that now remans, is this. 
To g^TC my hand to Xerxes. — O ! Afpafia, 
What grief, ye Powers I what cruel fate is thine. 

The heart that gentle love retains. 

Mud mourn when doomed with other chains 

Of tynmt bondage to comply. 
Life is not life in fuch a ttHe, 
Compell'd to yield to vows we hate. 

And pity, where we love, deny. [Exit. 

SCENE X. 

td magmficent pavilion, open an all fides ; a throne 
on the right hand adorned with military enfigns. 
View of a vafi plain, with the Feriian army 
drawn uf, 

Xerxes, Sebastes, ji train of Satraps^ Guards 
and People, 

Xer. Sebafles, is it true } Does then Afpaiia 
Rejed my profferr'd nuptials ? 

Seh. %\tTy beauty 
Is coy when fiift we woo : perhaps in iecret 

Afpafia 
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Afpafia may have felt an equal paflion. 
But blulhcs to confefs ; and only wairj 
A father's fandion to declare her love. 

Xer, That fanflion foon 

Seh. Behold the illuftrious exile ; 
And with him comes the ambaflador of Athens. 
Xer, Sebaftcs, fee that now to me be broi^bt 
The enfign of command. 

pCerxes ajcends the throne^ Seb. Jiands next him, 
and one of the Satraps hr'ings the Jlaffof mili- 
tary command, with which he Jiands near the 
throjie. 

S C E N E XI. 

Enter Themibtocles with Lysimachvs. — Lt- 
siMACHUs, as he advances., /peaks to Themib- 
tocles, not heard by Xeexes. 

Lyf. Alas ! my fiiend, 
To what a cruel talk has Heaven alTign'd me ! 
How mull I blufli 

Them. And wherefore fhould'ft thou blufli ? 
Themiflocles can judge between the friend, 
And citizen of Athens : well he knows 
Our country is the Deity, to which 
Muft all be facrific'd. — Were I as you, 
Themiftoclcs had been Lyfimachus. 

Xtr, 
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Xer. Draw near. Themiftocle* : See here af- 

fembled 
The braveft, chofen troopa of Perfia'a hoft : 
To thefe felefled warriors only wants 
A general worthy them : that charge be thine. 
Take this, and with this enfign I eled thee 
TTieir chief and leader.—- In my ftead, difpenfe 
Kewards and punifliments. — Go, fight and con- 
quer: 
To thee 1 tnift my (arae and Peifia's fate. 
Zjlf. [afide.'] The king has then deceiv'd me, 
or Afpafia 
Has found the means to appeafe him. 

T^em. [receiving the fiaff7\ Mighty king I 
Confiding in your goodnefs I accept 
The weight of this high charge, and here I fweax 
Eternal faith. — ^The Gods decree that Fortune 
For thee may ever combat on my fide ! 
Or fhould the fUrs forebode dilaftrous chance* 
Themiflocles be doom'd^ and he alone. 
To meet their anger : let the fquadrons conquer. 
And let him perifli ! — So may Xerxes fee, 
Retum'd with laurel, not with cyprefs wreaths, 
Amidfl his conquering bands their leader fl^n. 

Jj;ff, Is this the way, O ! Xcftces, that to Athena 
You give Themiflocles ? 

Xer. 1 only fwore 
To fend him back to Greece. — ^Then hear if now 
Ifhall 
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I (hall fulfil iwy piomife [ft Them.] Valiant 

chief ! 
At length I mean to puniOi tius prefunipti(». 
Another may conduct our anna in E^ypt : 
Be thou my fcouige in Greece. — Go, bom, de- 

ftroy. 
Spread defolation ; heap our galling chum 
On Sparta, Corinth, Argos, Thebes and Athens. 

Them. [aJideJ] Now am I loft ! 

Zt/^ And was I call' d - 

Xer. Go, bear 
TTiefe glorious tidings to thy countrymen ; 
Say how their exile will revifit Greece, 
And what companions on his fteps attend, 

I^. [aJJe.'] O ! my unhappy country ! falfe 
Afpalia 1 [Exit with Greeks. 

SCENE xn. 

Xbbxes, Themistoci.es, Sebastes. 
Them. \ajide.'\ Thcmifloclcs a traitor ! 
Xer. What employs 
Our general's thoughts ? 

Them. Ah ! change, my king, your purpofe ; 
For many nations yet are unfubdued. 

Xer. If firft I trample not on hoftile Greece, 
The conquer'd world can give me little pride. 

Thm. 
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Them. Rcflea i^n.-'-^ 

Xer. Already 'tis dctermin'd ; 
And he who dares oppofe this cntcrprifc 
Encounters my refentment. 

Tkm. Then eleA 
Sorae other leader. 

Xer. WherefOTC ? 

TAm. At the feet 
Of Xerxes I lay down dus honoured enfiga 
Of Po^'s high command. 

\hys JowH the fiaff at the foot of the throne. 

Xer. What can this mean ? 

Tketn. And would'ft thou have Themiftocles a 
rebel 
To o'crtum his native walls ? — Misfortune never 
Can change me thus. 

Seh. [afide."] Wliat unexampled daring ! 

Xer. Not Athens iww, this palace is thy coun- 
try: 
The firil profcribes thee and purfues thy life. 
The laft receives, defends and gives thee being. 

Them. Whoe'er defends me, I was bom at 
Athens, 
And 'tis by nature's iniUn^l that we cherifh 
Our dear paternal feats. — In foreft glooms 
The lavage beafts will love their native caves. 

Xer. 
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Xer. [a/ide^ I bum with rage [to lam.'\ 

Then Athens ftill remains 
The miftrefs of thy heart } But what in her 
Can ftill Themiftocles fo highly prize ? 

Than. All, fovereign lord ! the aflies of our 
fathers. 
The facred laws, the tutelary Gods, 
The language, manners, my repeated toils 
For her endur'd ; the honours heap'd upon me ; 
The very air, the trees, the foil and walls. 

Xer. Ingiate ! and dod thou thus before my 
face [de/cends from his throne. 

Thus proudly boaft a love fo hatcfiil to me? 

Than. I ftill am — Xerxes — 

Xtr. Thou art ftill my foe : 
In vain, with benefits conferr'd, I ftrove — 

Them. Thefc in my heart for ever fix'd rem^n 
In chara6ters indelible. — Let Xerxes 
Point out his other foes : for him my blood 
Shall finely flow ; but if he ftill would hope 
To employ my courage for my country's ruin. 
With rebel arms, then Xerxes is deceiv'd : 
For her I've ever liv'd, for her will die. 

Xer. No more — refledl — refolve — thou canft 
■ not live 
The guard of Athens and the friend of Xerxes. 
^-Choofe as thou wilt. 

ITiem. 
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Them. Thou know'il my choice. 
Xer. Remember: 
This moment feals thy fete. 
Them. Too well I know it. 
Xer. Hiou anger'ft him whofe power can make 

thee wretched. 
Them. But not a rebel. 
Xer. 'Tis to me, thy life 
By me preferv'd, is due. 
Them. But not my honour. 
Xer. Gretct hates Themiftocles. 
Them. But Greece I love. 
Xer. \a/t3e.'\ Ye Gods 1 what infolrncf ! — [lo 
i'tm^ Is Xerxes thus 
By thee rewarded ? 

Them. I was bom at Athens. 
Xer. [afide^ I can no longer hold — Guards •! . 
from our prefence 
Remove the ingrate for future puniftiment : 
We yet maj fee that dauntlefs courage tremble. 
Them. Where guilt is not, there never harbours 
fear. 

Thefe placid features, midft my chains, 

Shalt Aill unmov'd appear ; 
"Tis guilt alone, not threatened pwis. 

Can mark this cheek with fear. 
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If truth the name of guilt can wear, 

I jufUy yield my breath ; 
While, fuffering for a crime fo foir, 

I triumph in my death. [Exit guarded. 



SCENE xni. 

Enter RoxANA. 

Rox. I fcarcely, Xerxes, can belieT»— 

Xer. Ah ! princefi, 
Whoe'er could have beHer'd it } In my palace. 
Before the world Themiflocles infults me. 
He worihips Athens fiill ; he boalls for her 
His faith unfhaken ; for her fake, with fcom 
Foregoes the fnendfhip and the gifts of Xerxes. 

Rox, [ajde."] My hopes revive — [to Xer.] Who 
knows ? Perhaps the daughter 
May change his will. 

Xer. The daughter and the father 
Alike to me arc foes.— Yes, every Greek, 
By natural inftini^, bears to Xerxes hatred t 
I will on both have vengeance. 

Rox. [a^de."] Happy change ! 
[to Xer.] All have nM, lir, the heart of youi 
Roxana. 

Xer. I know it well, and Uuih at v^iat is paft. 

Rfx. And yet I fear that if agtun Afpi^a 

G Shoul(i 
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Should now returo 

Xer. AfpaTia ? 1 fhe dares not 
So hx prefume. 

SCENE XIV. 
EnUr ASPASIA. 
Afp. Have pity, gracious lord ! 

Rox. \io Xer.] See if fhe dares fo far bat 

liften Jiot 
To her feducing words, 
Xer. Yes, let us hear 
What fhe would urge. 

Afp. O ! Xerxes, iave my &ther j 
Give him an of^i^ to your noble nature^ 
AJid give him to my tears. 

Xer. [afiJe.'] Enchanting forrow! 
Rox. {aJJe."] I fear the trial now. 
Xer. And art thou come 
To implore my pardon ? Thou, who fcem'll o'er 

all. 
To fcorn my bounty. 

.^. No ! you are decdv'd. 
Shame prompted my refvifal. Should you now 
Reftore my father, modelly would find 

A fpecious veil to hide a maiden's blufiies, 

My heart might then be yours. 

Rox. 
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Rox. [a/Wf.] O ! patience, Hearen ! 

Xer. And (hall I then fw^Te the ingrate^ who 
loves 
My dcadlieil foe ? 

Jjj>. O I no !— *tis lefs I aik ! 

Sufpend your anger 1 perhaps nuy bend 

His will to yours. — Can you deny me this ? 
Oh ! I was born unhappy ! Ne'er till now 
The wretched went from Xerxes unrelievM : 
I am the firft to prove his cruelty- 
Alas ! it cannot bt, — I'll ne'er believe it. 
You do but feign a rigour not your own. 
And, while you pity, only feem fevere. 
O ! mighty king ! indulge your generous heait. 
Yield to its feelings, to Afpafia's hopes. 
Or fee her with Themiftoclcs expire. 

Ser. Afpalia, rife — [ajide^ What power en- 
chants me thus I 

Rox. [afide.'\ Again am I deluded. 

Xer. Let thy father 
Obey my will, I pardon all the paft. 

Say, that on him his fete depends. 

Whale' er his choice may guide. 
Say that my arm the bolt fufpends. 

But lays not yet alide. 

Then 
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Then let him merit to obtain 

The j)ardon I beftow ; 
For anger ftay'd, when rais'd agpin, 

Will give the weightier blow. [£«'/. 



SCENE XV. 
Enier Hoxana, Aspasia, Sebastes. 
Rox. [afide.'\ I feel my fpirits fink. 
Afp. Forgive, Roxana, 
The duty that compel s ■ ' ■ 
Rox. Gro, haiighty maid. 
Avoid Roxana's prefence. Hiou haft conquer'd : 
I fee, I own it all — I yield him to thee. 
What would'ft thou further ? Seek'ft thou greater 

triumph ? 
This infult is too much ! — I'll bear no more. 

J/p. Thine anger patient I fuftwn, 

I pity thy diftrefs ; 
Thou canft not fee my inward p^n. 

What griefs my heart opprefs. 

Ah ! who ihall tell, fince none can view 

Tlie thoughts I only know. 
If envy for my blifs is due, 

Or pity for my woe. 

[£«V. 

VOL. in. K SCENE 
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SCENE XVI. 
RexANA, Sbbastes. 
Se^, \afide^ This anger may av^ me. 
Rox. Oh! Sebaftes, 
Could I revenge mj-felf forXerxea' wifehood — 
Seb. The means arc ready. If my fiuthful 
Iriends 
But join with yours, your vengeance is fecur'd. 
And Ferfia's fceptre is at our difpofal. 
Rox. What friends haft thou to offer me. 
Seb. The bands 
Of numerous makeontents, in Perfia rus*d. 
On me depend : Orontes is their leadn*, 
By me eleSed, and at my command ; 
Pemfc this paper late from him receiv'd. 

[f«wj apafer. 
Rex. Go, friend ; aw^t me now in my apart- 
ment, 
I'll j(un thee foon. Twere dangerous here withthee 
To hold fuch converfe. 
Seb. May I then prefume 

To hope 

Rox. Away. — Pear not, I will be gratefijl : 

I owe thee much and well I know thou lov'ft me. 

Seb. [aJiJe.'] At length my hopes have found a 

happy hour. [Exit. 

SCENE 
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SCENE XVII. 

RoxANA, alone. 

And canfi thou, O I Roxana, then refolve 
To crufh the man whom late thy foul ador'd ? 
Yes, let him &11 — the ingrate contemns tay loT«, 
And he Ihall pay the forfeit to my wroi^ : 
O ! I could fee him to a thouland foe« 
Expos'd, and fee him with a XtaAt^ eye ; 

Would «t his hucft hour O I Hearen, I boaft 

Of anger, while my tremUifig heatt bclict tAe, 

Tbt bofom now with aagpr bu^ 

To pmiilh an in^te ; 
fiut foon to lore our anger tums* 

And foftens at his &te. 

We feck rcvei^e on him who painM . 

Hie fond believing breaft ; 
But when we find it near attained* 

The vengeance we deteft, 

{Exit, 



SITD OP TRB SECOND ACT* 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 

An apartment where Themistocles ti confined. 

Themistocles aJone. 

O ! Athens I O ! my country ! lacred nam© 
To me fo fatal. Sweet till now it feem*d 
For thee to bend my cares, for thee to (hcd 
My deareft blood. With patience I endur'd 
Thy harfli decrees : amidft my woes refign'd, 
I rov'd from fliore to (hore ; but to preferve 
My faith to thee, I find myfelf compell'd 
To appear ingrate ; and to a king fo generous. 
Who, powerful and ipcens'd, forgets the claims 
Of paft refentment ; clafps me to his breaft ; 
Heaps honours on me ; and to me intrufls 
His dignity and empire. Pardon, Athens, 
This is too much. Thouilill fhalt be the God 
Of all my thoughts, as thou haft ever been ; 
But now I feel, and firft begin to, feel 
How dear my duty colls me. 

SCENE II. 

Ejiter Sebastes. 
Seb. Xerxes fends 
By me, Themiftocles, and wills to know 
At once thy final choice : he trufts to find thee 

Repentant 
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Repentant of thine error : this he hopes ; 
And fcys, he never can fo far beUeve 
Themiftocles ungrateful. 

Hum. Never, never 
Shall fuch reproach be mine : this witnefs. Heaven ! 
That fees my heart, — O ! could my king as well 
There read Themiftocles. — Condu6l me, firiend. 
Conduit me to him. 

Seh. 'Tis not now permitted. 
Firft on the lacred altar come prepar'd 
To fwear eternal enmity to Greece, 
Or hope no more to view the face of Xerxes. 

Them. And muft I, at no other price, obtain 
To fee my benefador ? 

Seh. No. — fwear this. 
And thou art Xences' friend ; but this refiis'd, 
I tremble for thy fate : in this thou know'fl 
The king implacable. 

Them, [afide.'] Then muft I prove 
A rebel to my country, or be ftain'd 
With bafe ingratitude ? Before the world 
Might I not plead my love, my faith to Xerxes, 
Or dying own his benefits conferr'd ? 

[tiought/ul. 

Seh. Refolvc. 

TTiem. [afide.'] It (hall be fo— let us efcape 
This cruel labyrinth, and be the means 
Worthy Themiflocles. [to Seh.'\ Go now, prepare 

The 
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Hie altar, beverage and the lacted vafe, 
Whate'er the auh requires— my chmce U nudft : 
I follow thee. 

Seh. With fpccd I bear to Xcntea 
The gUdfomc tidings. 

Tiem. Hear me.— Say, is yet 
Lyfimaehiis dejurted ? 

Seh. From the port 
His anchoTS now are loos'd. 

Them. O ! hade, det^n him t 
Let him be prefent at the folemn fite : 
Scbaftes, bear my wifhes to the king. 

Stb. It fhall be fo. Hiou now may'ft role at 
will 
The heart of Xerxes. [Exit. 

SCENE in. 

Thbmistocles aions. 

Be my life's lafl: hour 
With fplendor clos'd ; and, like a dying torch, 
Quench'd in a blaze. — Ho ! guards, call hitlicr 

to me 
Neocles and Afpafia.- — Let me think' — 
What is this death ? Is it a good ? We then 
Should hafte to welcome it. — Is it an evil ? 
We then fhould Shorten our expedhmce of it i 
thjt greater evil.— He defer\'e3 not life 

Who 
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Who rates his fiune beneath it.— Lift is ilill 
The privilege of every mortal bom. 
But feme th' exclufive privilege, the treafure 
Of noble minds.— The vile may fear his death. 
Who, loft to ^thers, to himfelf unknown, 
IXed at his bitth, and with him carries all 
Unnotic'd to the tomb.— He dauntlftfs yields 
His lateft breath, who can, without a blufh, 
View how he Uv'd, and viewing, calmly die. 

SCENE IV, 
Eraer Nboclbs and Aspabia. 

Ntoc. My deareft Either. 

Afp. O ! my much-lov'd lord. 

N$oc. Is it then true, that you will choofc a life 
Of gratitude to Xerxes ? 

Aff. Is it true 
Tliat you at length have yielded to compaflion 
For us and for yourfelf ? 

Them. Be filent both. 
And calmly hear me — Know ye well the obedience 
A fether's will requires ? 

Neoc. That law is facred. 
' jifp. A tie that nothing can diilblve. 

Them. Tis well. 
I charge you to conceal what I impart 

Till 
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Till all I have detennin'd with myfelf 
Shall be mature. 

l^toc. His promife Neocles 
Moft firmly plights. 

Aff. To this Alpafia fwcars. 

Them. Sit then; and give me each a proof oi 
courage 
In liftening to my words. \^fits.- 

Neoc. [afideJ] I freeze with terror ! [jf/i. 

Afp. [afiJe.'] Alas ! I tremble. [ fits. 

Them. Hear me, O ! my children, 
Tis the laft time we e'er fhall fpeak together : 
Till now I've liv'd with glory ; if my life 
Be ftill prolong' d, I lofe perhaps the fniit 
Of every toil — ^Themiriocles muft die. 

jifp. What fays my father ? 

Neoe. O ! what thoughts are thcfe ? 

Them. The noble Xerxes is my liberal patron, 
My country, Greece ; to him my gratitude. 
To her I owe my truth. — Each duty now 
Oppofes each : if either I infringe, 
Rebellion or ingratitude muft ftain 
Your father's name : by dcaih I may avoid 
The dread alternative. — With me I carry 
A potent friendly poifon 

A/p. O ! my father, 
Have you not given but now your word to Xerxes 

To 
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To meet him at the altar? 

Them. In his prefence 
The deed tnuft be completed. 

Neoc. But Sebaftes 
AiHim'd, that at the altu you would take 
A folemn oath 

Them. I know he fo believes : 
This fuits my purpofe well ; with fuch a hope 
Xerxes prepares to hear me.— I would wifli 
All Ferfia to behold the glorious deed ;, 
Woxild call, to every thought my breaft conceals. 
To all I feel for Athens and for Xerxes, 
As judge and witnefs, a recording world. 

Neoc. \afide.'] O ! wretched, wretched we ! 

ui/p. Undone Afpafia ! \ih^ vieep. 

Them, Ah ! children, whence this weakncfs ? 
Hide from me 
Such unavailing grief, nor make me blufh 
That I'm your fether. — ^You indeed might weep 
If e'er Themiftocles had fear'd to die. 

A/f. When you are dead, ah I whither (hall 
we fly ? 

Neoc. What then remains for us ? 

Them. For you remmn 
The love of virtue, the defire of glory. 
The guardian care of Heaven and my example. 

Afp. Alas ! my father. 

I Them. 
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Tiem. Hear me : I muft leave you, 

' Alone and orphans, in a foreign land, 
Amidft your foes, widiom the due fupport 
That nature claims ; and litde yet experienc'd 
In all the fickle turns of human life. 
And hence (I well forefee) you both muA fuSer, 
And fuffer much ; but ever bear in mind 
You are the children of Themiftocles : 
I^t this fuffice ; and may your deeds proclaim you 
In every trial worthy of the name. 
Let the firft objects of your thought be honour. 
Your country, and that duty which the Gods 
Have call'd you to fulfil ; and know the mind 
In every ftate can make itfelf illuflnous, 
And ffiU employ the chaiceft gifti of Heaven, 
To grace no lefs the cott^e than the throne. 
Sink not beneath the weight of adverfe fortune : 
Evils too great to bear will never laft. 
And evUs vre can bear, may be fubdued. 
Let virtue urge you iUll to deeds of pnufe. 
And not the recompenfe. — ^Abhor the guilt. 
And not the punifhmcnt ; and if your fate 
' Should e'er impel you to an a<5l unworthy. 
One way remans — and learn that way from me. 
[rjr«. 

Neoe. O ! do not leave us yet. [ri/es. 

A/p. My dearefl father ! 
And fhall I never, never fee you more ? 

Thm. 
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7^m. Here break we off—noi Tunly thus pio- 
long 
TThefe laft adieus.— It is too much, my childrcfii 
Too nuich £ot'{tcbic nature— our afie^Uons 
Too Bu* will weakeo—I— I am a &ther. 
And O t I feel— &reweU my deareft children ! 

Ah 1 ceafe thefe onavdling tears. 
Nor think that now to death I go : 

I go to triumph o'er the ftars. 
And ereiy Ul that nHtftala know. 

I go to crown my laft of days 
With added wreaths of virtuous fpoils ; 

I go to enfure, with endlefs pnufe. 
The fruit of all my former txalt. [Exit. 

SCENE V. 
AsFAsu., Neoclbs. 
4^. O ! Neocles. 
Neoc. Afpalia. 
j^. O ! my brother ! 
Neoc. What dreadful ftroke is this ! 
4^. O ! mo&. unhappy ! 
And whither ihall we go ? 
Ne«c. To prove us worthy 

6 Of 
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Of fiich a fether, [jfrm/f.] Let us hence, my 

fifter. 
And fee, intrepid fee, Themiftocles 
Thus triumph o'er himfelf.— Our noble bearing 
Will make his death more plealing. 

AJf. Let us go : 
•—Alas ! I cannot — ftill my trembling feet — [>f/J. 

Neoe. And will you thus dilgrace the birth you 
boafi? 

Afp. And can your ccmfUncy fupport the fight \ 

Neoc. What I may want his yirtae fhall fupply. 

While from his features, pale in death. 

The beams of virtue (hine. 
The courage in his lateft breath 

Shall give new force to mine. 

A father calls me hence to fhow 

A fon's undaunted breaft ; 
To obey a father's call I go. 

And leave to Fate the reft. \Exit. 

SCENE VI. 

AsFAsiA ahm. 

Then fhall my brother bear a firmer mind 
Than I, alas ! can boaft \ — Does not the blood . 
His father gave him warm Afpafia's veins ? 
like his my birth was from Themiflocles. 

Yes, 
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Yes, we will pay him every pious duty : 
And let him, when he breathes his laft, repofe 
On this fad breafi, while on his clay-cold hand 
An orphan daughter prints the ferewell kifs, 
And clofes with her hand his dying eyes. 

— O Heaven ! what cruel image ! Ah ! what 

chillnefs 
Through every fibre creeps — I &n would go. 
And yet I ftill remain — I freeze with honor. 
And glow with fear and Ihame : at once I'm ui^'d. 
At once repuls'd — I lofe the time in tears, 
Refolve on nothing, while my Other's Iq&. 

While honour bids me hence remove 
My trembling feet detwn me here ; 

And llill diilrefsful change I prove. 
By courage rm'd, deprefs'd by fear. 

Ye Gods I from this unhappy breaft 
Bid wearied life at length depart : 

Enough, alas ! by woes deprefs'd, 
iliat long have rent my bleeding heart. 

[Exit. 

SCENE VII. 

I alone. 



Where is my general ? Where Thcmiftocles i 
Let him no longer keep from his embrace 
A king that loves him. 

SCENE 
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SCENE VIIL 
Enter Roxana wUk a fdptr, 

Sox. Xences> I am come 
In fearch of thee. 

Xt. [a/!de.'] Unfbrtuoate encounter ! 

Box. Hear me ; tad let this faearii^ be die lift, 

Xer. Full well I luiow, Roxana, that your anger 
Is kindled now againfl me : well I know 
You threaten me with vengeance. 

Rox. *Tu moft true, 
I would revenge— I am indeed the (^jended : 
Then learn my vengeance. Xences, know thy life 
And fceptce are in danger. In this p^>er 
Read all the bfack delign : prevent the treafon, 
Prcferve thyfelf— ikrewell. l^ioinj. 

Xer. Yet hear me, princcfs : 
At lead permit me for thi> generous g^ft— 

JRox. Let this fufficc— Roxana is revengM. 

What fweet revenge the generous mind 
Will ever prove, a wrong defign'd 

With friendlbip to repay ? 
This fhall Roxana's heart reftoie 
To every joy it knew before, 

And all her pangs allay. [Exit* 

SCENE 
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SCENE IX. 

Xebxbs akne. 

This paper to SebaAes is conltgn'd. 
And written by Orontes. — Let us now— [reads. 
O Heaven ! what impious treachery ! Sebafles 
Is then the fccret author of the tumula 
In Egypt rais'd ; while ever at my fide. 
With well-diflfembled zeal — Behold him here ; 
And dares the traitor now appear before me ? 

SCENE X. 

Enter Sebasteb. 

Seb. At length I come, O Xerxes, to reqncft 
A lecompenie for all my truth and toils. 

Xer. So great indeed, Sebaftcs, arc thy merits 
Thou well may'ft hope for every thing from Xerxes, 
What would'ft thtMi ? Speak. 

Se^. ThemillocleB departs 
To conquer Athens : but (or Egypt's bands 
No chief as yet is nam'd : of thefe I aflc 
From Xerxes the cwnmand. 

Xer. Would'ff thou no more ? 

Seb. Sebafles only feeks to give to Xerxes 
Proof? of his zeal. 

Xer. 
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Xer. Already have I many. 
This taflt is worthy thee : but know'ft thou well 
The foil of Egypt ? 

Seh. All her mountains, rivers. 
Her forefb, ways, defiles ; I could defcribe 
Her very rocks. 

Xer. All this will not fuffice : 
It much imports to know the names of thofe 
By whom the tumults have been rais'd. 

Seh. Orontes, 
And he alone. 

Xer. I deem'd that other chiefs 
With him were join'd : this paper bears the names; 
See if to thee they're known. [gives the pafer. 

Seh. And whence, my lord, 
Receiv'd you this 7 — O Heaven ! what do I fee ! 

Xer. How now ! thou art diflurb'd ; thy colour - 
changes — 
What, art thou filent ? 

Seh. [afiJe.'} Ah I I am bctray'd. 

Xer. Ungrateful vaflal I pale with dread. 

Too late thy looks appear ; 
When firft thy dark defign was laid, 

Twas then a time for fear. 
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But ever wife are Heaven's decrees. 
Which nothing can withlland : 

The traitor ne'er his danger fees 

Till.fliipwreck is at hand. [Exit. 



S C E N E XI. 

Sebastes alone, 

JKfloyal princefs ! haft thou then betray'd me ? 
Infenfate ! (hall I raftily dare to accufe her ? 
And docs a traitor now complain of treafon ? 
This have I well deferv'd.— Ah ! fly, Sebaftea, 
But whither ? From myfelf I cannot fly, 
And in my breaft I bear my own tormentor. 
Where'er I go will teiTor and remorfe 
Purfue my fteps and fet my crime before me. 

Ye cruel pangs that mortals know. 

When thefe on guilt attend ; 
Ah ! wherefore, heavenly Powers, fo flow 

A traitor's heart to rend ? 

Ye dreadful voices ! ever near, , 
Whofe foimds my bofom chill. 

Why not till now my trembling ear 
With warning terrors fill ? [Exit. 



SCENE 



3,q,i,i.:dbvGoogIe 



145 THBHISTOCLM. [aCT UU 



SCENE xir. 

The paiaee. An ahar milk fire kindledf and upon 
the ahar the cup prepared for the oath. 

, Xerxes, Asfasia, Nbocies, Satraps, Guards 
and People. 

Xer. Why, Neocles, fo lad ? Whence, fiur 
Afpalia, 
Thofe ftariing tears ? Now, when the fethcr comes 
To fwear to me his &th, the children moum. 
Are then the friendfliip and the love of Xerxes 
By you difaftrous deem'd ? S'pealf. 

4ff- 



'* } O ! ye I 

7e. ) 



, _ . J ; Powers ! 
rieoe. 



SCENE xiri. 

Enter Roxana, Lysimachus and Greeks. 

Rox, What would'ft thou with Roxana ? 

Lj^. Xerxes, fay. 
Why am I fummon'd hither f 

Xer. 'Tis my will 
Roxana and Lylimachus be prefent. 

lyf. To witnefs now fome new affront to Athens ? 

Rox. To bear again-my injuries unmov'd? 

Lxf. 
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l^f. To fee the inconftancjr of falfe Afpafia ? 

Jff. You are deceiv'd : afflidl me not unjuftly. 
Cruel Lyfimachus. Believe me ftJH 
The lame Afpalla, joor opprefs % mind 
Already funk with grief. 

Xer. What do I hear I 
Are you then lovers \ 

jiff. To conceal it longer 
Were hopelefs ; Fre already faid too much. 

Xer. And didft thou not, Afpafia, promUe 
Xerxes 
To give to him thy hand ? 

AJp. A Other's Ufe 
Required this facrilice. 

Xer. [to Lyf.j And didft not thou 
Seek to his foes to render up the &ther 
Of her thy foul ador'd ? 

L^. So Athens will'd. 

Xer. [a/ye."] TVanfcendent virtue ! 

Rox. See the Grecian leader 
Is now at hand. 

Neoc. [afide^ Why wears not Neoclcs 
A look like his, intrepid and ferene } 

[looiing oul on his father. 

j^. O ! feeble )hewt> how doll thou tr^mblie 



SCENE 
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SCENE XIV, 
Enter Themistocles. 

Xer. At length, Themjflocles, thou haft refolv'd 
To be the friend of Xerxes : once agjun 
Return to meet the embraces of a king 
Who honours thus [advances to embrace him. 

Them. Forbear. [drawing back refpeflfully. 

Xer. And why forbear ? 

Them. I am not worthy yet — My merits now 
Reft (m the folemn atEi dut brings me here. 

Xer. See on the altar, for the rite prepar'd. 
The cup with beverage crown' d. — ^Themiftocles, 
Approach, and, with the vow requir'd, begin 
The chaflifement of Greece. 

Them. Attend me, Xerxes : 
Know firft, thou art deceiv'd : I promis'd here 
My prcfence, not my oath. 

Xer. How ! 

Them. Hear me, Xerxes, 
And thou, Lyfimachus, hear all ye people, 
AlTembled thus fpedbttors, hear and judge 
Themiftocles with truth ; and each be now 
His witnefs and defiender. — Adverfe fate 
Compels me here to incur the guUt of treafon. 
Or black, ingratitude : no choice remains 

But 
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But this, to hold or to relinquiHi life,, 

The liberal gift of Heaven.— To keep me ftill 

"Without a crime I fee one only way, 

The way that leads to death — that Choice be mine. 

Lyf. What do I hear ! 

Xer. Eternal Gods ! 

Them, This poifon, \takes it from its hofom. 
Companion ever in my mournful exile, 
Mix'd with the draught yon fecred cup contans. 
Shall make the work complete. 

\_fours the fo'tfon into thi cuf. 

^And every God, 

That reads my heart, be prefent at the offerii^ 
A willing vitSUm makes ; a Ti<%m here 
To loyal truth, to gratitude and honour. 

Af$. I feel my fenfes fail. 

Xtr. I'm ftruck with wonder. 

Them. Lyfimachus, my friend, do thou aflim 
My country of my love, and plead at leaft 
Indulgence for my afties. — I forgive 
The worft pf fortupc if I find a tomb 
Where firft, I found a cradle-r^-Mighty king ! 
Repent not of ttiy bepefits confcn'd. 
The admiring world Oiall be their recompeiife. 
All I can now repay thee (cruel Fate I) 
Is to profefs my gratitude and die. 
Ye gracious Powers ! if e'er tte dying vows 
Of thofe who know not guile afcend to Heavn^ 
Fiotaft 
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Protcft your Athens ! To your care receiTe 
This king and kingdom : in the bean of Xerxts 
Infpire the wlfli to war with Greece no more : 
Yes, Xenes, with my Ufe conclude thy hatred. 
Friend! children! king and people, all &rewell1 
[takis the ct^, 

Xer. Ah ! hold — what doft thou ? Touch not 
with thy lip 
The deadly cup. 

Them. And wherefore ? 

Xer. Nerer, never 
Shall Xerxes thus permit 

Them. And why, my king ? 

Xer. Too many caufes ruOi upon my mind 
To fpeak them now. \takes the cup from him. 

Them. Thou canft not, Xerxes, take 
From me the means of deatb : this power alone 
Is not allow'd to kings. 

Xer. Ah 1 live, the hero, [throws awerf the eup. 
The glory of our age ! Still love thy country. 
To this I now confent ; fhe's worthy of thee. 
Even Xerxes' fclf :dmoft begins to lore her : 
And who could ever hate the happy foil. 
The glorious mother of a fon like thee ? 

Them. Ye Gods ! can this be true ? So for be- 
yond 
My bed of hopes ! 

Xer. 
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Xer. Hou- then tha great «£fe£b 
Of Tutuoiis ennilation — On this altar. 
For you prepar'd to fwear eternal hatred, 
X vow eternal amity with Greece. 
Now let her reft, and owe, illuftnom exile, 
To fuch a citizen her wifh'd repofe. 

TTiem. O ! generous king ! what art haft thou 
attain'd 
To triumph o'er Themiftocles ? Such virtue 
Exceeds a mortal's aim. — O Greece ! O Athens I 
O I happy, happy exile ! 

ji^. Rapturous moment ! 

Ntoc. O ! profpcrous day ! 

Z^/t Fennit me, i^ble fiieods. 
To fail for Greece, and there to all proclaim 
Your generous ftrife of honour ; well I know 
Alike for both her gratitude will waim ; 
For him, who thus aflerts his country's caufe. 
And him, wht^e godlike ffA enfurcs her peace. 

SCENE LAST. 

En/er Sbbactg;. 

Se^. For all my crimes, my fovercign lord, I 
here 
Entreat the pumihment : I hate a Ufe 

That thus to you [huils. 

JCer. Skbaftes, hie : this day 

ShaU 
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Shall only know content : I pardon thee. 
I render back Afpafia's promife ^ren, 
And leave her heart her own : my royal faith 
I plight to recompenfe Roxana's love. 

Aff. My dear Lyfimachus ! 

Rox. Ah ! generous Xerxes I 

Them. O ! grant, ye Gods ! Themiftocles may 
prove 
Still grateful to his king. 

Xer. Implore the Gods 
To guard thy life, and I ftiaW find thee grateful ; 
And if my virtue kindle from th' example 
Thy virtue gives, thou render'ft back to Xerae^ 
Fv more than Xerxes ever gave to thee. 

CUOBUS. 

From emulation virtue grows 

With added fplendor bright : 
5o torch to torch united glows. 

And yields redoubled light, 
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PERSONS OF THE DRAMA. 

CosBOBS, King of Pebsia> in love with Laodicb, 

SiBOBS, his eldell Son, in love with Ehiba. 

Mbdabsbs, his jroungell Son. 

Emiba, Princefs of Cambaya, difgnifed in man's 
apparel, under the nftmc of Htdaspes, in love 
with SiBOBS. 

Laodicb, in love with Sibobs, Sifter to Abaxbs. 

Abaxbs, General of the amucs of Pbbsia, the 
fiiend of Sibobs. 

Scbmb, Selbvcia. 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 

A iempU defeated to the fim^ v/iti an altar end 
image of the Deity. 

COSBOBS, SiBOBS, MeDARSBS. 

Co/. To you my foos, not more am I a &thcr 
Hun hxhcr to the state : to you I owe 
patnnal teoderDC^ ; but te the fiate 
A fucceObr, whom Ferfia Ihallconfefs 
A worthy heir of our impciial feat. 
Tlus day> between you ihall our chcdce decide ; 
And him, I choofe, imift fhare with me the throni^ 
And Icam with me to guide the reins of einpiic. 
O ! happy Cofioe«> coald I hve ia Uc, 
Ek hftiitg fleep has cks'ddieic aged «yei, 
A fon who> wife ax peace imd bcare in vota. 
Might flude the hiflre of his Other's fiune. 

JUa^ On you my &te dqpefRb. 

Sir. And whom will Coiroes 
Efteem ^e woitbiet ) 

dr. 
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Cof. Equal is your merit ; 
In Siroes I regard the gift of valour, 
And praifc the gentler virtues of Medarfes : 
Cofroes in the? diflikes thy haughty fpirit; 

\jo Sir. 
In him his inexperiehc'd ^ ; but time 
Will cure the faults of both : meanwhile I fear 
My choice proclMm'd may kindle in your bofoma 
New flames of mutual ftrife. Behold the altar. 
Behold the God : let each now fwcar in peace 
To abide by our decree, and fwear to obey. 
Without a murmur, our appointed heir. 
In loyalty And truth. 

Sir. [afide.'] Shall Siroes' lip 
Pronounce an oath like this i — O ! no.— 

MeJ. Behold 
Mcdaifcs prompt to obey — the throne is mine, ' 

[advances to tie altar."] 
" Before rfiy prefence, to whofe foftering power 
" Her blellings nature owes, Medarfes bends, 
" And fweafs to pay the Qew-^6ted kii^ 
" His caKieft hoai^e ; if I fail in ai^ht 
** This oath exafts, 1 let thy cheering beams 
*' Be chang'd for me to mOTe than midnight 

darkneft." 
Cof. My deareft fon I Now, Sirqes, diou draw 

near. 
And kam obedience from thy younger brother, 
Med. 
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Med. He thinks, but fpcaks not. 

Co/. Why doft thou delay 
To enfure my peace ? How are thy thoughts 
employ'd ? 

Sir. And wherefore ftiould I fwear ? Suchcaufe- 
lefs doubt 
Offends your fon ? What are the merits, fay, 
By which Medarfes now afpires to reign ? 
My father, well you know how far my clwm 
To elder birth ; already was my heart 
Inur'd to bear the wrongs of adverfe fortune. 
When firft a father in the cradle heard , 

His infant cries : you know the hoftile fpoils 
By Siroes added to yoiir former triumphs. 
You - know the wounds your hme has coft a fon, 
I groan'd beneath the fteely corfelet's weight. 
In fields-of blood and in the &ce of death ; 
While he in floth dr^g'd on his days, 'midA all 
A parent's fond endearment. This, my &ther. 
You know, and wherefore then muft Siroci ' 
fwear? 

Cqf: I know yet more— I know, in my defpit^ 
Thou lov'dft Emira, daughter to Aibites, 
My deadly foe : I heard thy fighs of angiuth 
The day I took from him his life and kingdom : 
Then didft thou vow deep hatred to thy father ? 
And were Emira hving IHU, who knows 
To what, by love impell'd, thy ra^c might tend. 

Sir. 
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Sir. Frocecd : indulge at full the bUiid affc6&oa 
That makes you, Gifroes^ thus unjuH to m«. 
Break, for Medarfes, idl the ties of nature. 
And let him from the throne give Perfia laws ; 
While Siroes, mingled with the ignoble herd. 
Shall on his younger brother's hand (a hand 
Unfit to widd the fceptre of dominion) 
Imprint the kifs of bafe fervility. 
But Qods there are, whofe juftice ever wakes 
To ^d the opprefs'd : the world confels Medarfea 
To Siroes yields in merit as in years. 

Co/. Rafh boy ! and daft thon ducaten ? Know, 
my wiU.^ — 

l^d. Be calm, my fittho: I And to him refign 
TIk Petfiaa throne, foffioe for me your lore. 

Cof. No : fOT his punifhment, this day fluHilv 
The audacious rdiel bend to thoe his king : 
I will ftrixlae his pride ; and £un would iee 
What world will arm to nufe him to the tl 



1*0 Sir.] Since, fwell'd with pride, thy ftubbom 
heart. 

Paternal leve difdains, 
ExpeS to find that ftemer part 

The judge fevere maintains. 

"Whate'er a rebel bofom knows. 

Perchance in thine may dwell : 
But ere mature the treafbn growi, 

rU cnilh it in the fhelL [£»/- 

SCENIC 
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SCENE n. 

SiBOBS, MsDAJtSKS. 

Sir. Canft thoa, Medarfes, fix without a blu(h 
lliine eyes on Siroes i 

Med. Ha ! Does Siroes thus 
Addrcfs his king ? Thou know'ft that I this day 
To thee am arbiter of life and death : 
Think then how Ufe to merit as my gift. 

Sir. Thou art too hafty, prince, to allume the 
flile 
Thai fits a monarch : Ae paternal crown 
Infolds not yet thy brows ; and ere the day 
DecUncs, our &ther may repent his purpofc. 



S C E N E HL 

£nler Emika. in a iHuris kaiii, tmder ike aamt 4/ 
Hydaspes. 

Em. Ah ! princes, wherefore this unk^py 
ftrife? 
Porbear fuch conteft as fo ill befeems 
The name of brethren. On thisjoyfU day 
Let not Seleucia view you hateful rivals. 
But knit by equal ties of love and honour. 

Med. 
1 
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Med. I ftrive to appeafe my brother's caufelcfs 
anger. 
And bear my wrongs in fileiictf, but in vain. 

Sir. O J well feign'd modefty I 

Em. \to Sir.] I'm not to learn 
Hie mecknefs of Medarfes. 

Sir. Dear Hydafpes, 
It ever was his wont to veil his infults 
With dark diilimulation. 

Med. [rt Em.] Mark, my friend. 
His flufhing hxx, his eyes' malignant glances. 
Thus fpeak the hatred rankling in his heart. 

£m. \to Med.] Depart^ inccnfe him not ; leave 
me alone 
In conveife with him. 
' Sir. O I perfidious. 

Med, Heavens ! 
Without a caule you now infult your brother. 
Appeafe him, dear Hydafpes ; fay, in him 
I venerate our Feriia's great fupport. 
And own, in Siroes now my fovereign lord. 

Em. Go, leave us then. 

i^. [afideJ] My triumph is at hand. 

[Exit Mcdaifa. 



SCENE 
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S C E N E IV. 

Emi&a, Sirobs. 
Sir. O ! lovely and belov'd Emira. 
Em. Hold. 
Reveal me not, but call me ftill Hydafpes. 

Sir. No ear is nigh, and you are known, Emim, 
To me alone : behold the wrongs I fuffer 
From an unfeeling father. 

Em. Yes, I've feen, • 

And feen it long : but what does Siroes do ? 
He refta meanwhile in flupid apathy. 
The lethaigy of mean degenerate fouls ; 
And while a kingdom moulders from his hope. 
He, like a child, a helplefs infant, finds 
No other anns to oppofe his cruel fortune. 
But fruitlefs lighs and idle lamentation. 

Sir, And what could Siroes do ? 

Em. What could he do ? 
What could he not ? For him his faithful people 
With loyal fury bum : a fingle blow 
Secures thy triumph, and at once completes 
"My vengeance and thy own. 

Sir. Alas ! Etnira, 
What would'ft thou afk ? 

Em. I afk a fingle blow, 
Needfiil to both — and know'fl thou who I am ? 

TOL. III. u .Sir. 
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Sir. Ah ! well I know thee "for my foul's beft 
treafurc, 
Cambaya's princefs — yes, thou art Emira. 

Em. Say, I am flie, whofe fire Afbites died 
By Cofroes' cruel hand i that baplefs daogbter. 
Who ftript of empire, in a foreign cUme, 
Now wanders far from her paternal feat ; 
Who veils, in this attire, her woman's weakness. 
And hopes at length to reap a. great revenge. 

Sir. O Heaven ! bymereceiv'dwithinthe palace, 
You found the means to win the heart of Cofroes : 
His favour alfis yours; and can you now. 
Forgetful of his benefits conferr'd. 
Still brood in fccret o'er revenge and hatred. 

Em. The tyrant loves Hydafpcs not Emira. 
Remember, if you wifli Emira's hand, 
I wifti for Cofroes' death. 

Sir. And could Kmin 
Receive me ftain'd with blood, this face dtftorted 
With all the horrors of a father's murder ? 

Em. And how can I, forgetful of my oath. 
Behold a parent's pale and bleeding fiiade 
Sfill hover round and call on mc for vengeance; 
While carelefs, flrefch'd upon my downy pillow, 
I fleep befide the fon of him that flew him ? 

Sir. If then 

Em. If then thou wouldll receive my hand, 
Thou know'ft what fervice can alone deferve it : 
6 Thou 
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Thou muft affift my vengeance. 

Sir. Never ! never I 

Em. Hear, if thou, Siroes, ftJll refiife thine arm, 
Another's is not wanting : yes, this day 
Completes the work ; and he whole courage luds ' 
Emira's caufe, Etnira's love rewards : 
Thus, fhould thy coward hand refiife the ftroke, 
Thou lofeft me, and canlt not fave thy father. 

Sir. Are thefe, Emira, thefe the tender feelings 
With which you once werjt wont to footh my 

anguiHi ? 
'Twas hatred led you hither, while to me 
You feign'd your guide was love, 

Em. I kept from thee 
My hatred hid, while Cofroea was a &theF j 
But now he links the father in the tyrant. 
No longer deem in thee to find a fon, 

Sir. And would'ft thou have me then a panicid$ f 
And does the crime of loving thee deferr? 
A puniOiment fo dread&l? 

Em. Now full well 
) read thy heart : thou nercr lov'dll Enara, 

Sir. 1 never lov*d ! 

Em. Behold Laodice, 
She, who enjoys thy love, fhe beft confirms k, 

Sir. Laodice ! I but endur'd her paffion 
With (aint repulfe, to footh, by harmlefs guile 
In hjcy, whom Gofroes loves, a powerful foe. 

M ? scene; 
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SCENE V. 

Enler Laodicb. 

Em. At length thou com'ft in time, Laodice, 
To eafe a faithful lover, who fo oft 
With tender fighs has languifli'd in thy abfence. 
Laod. Hydafpes fpeaks, andah! my eafy heart 
Too foon believes. 

Em. The reft let Siroes fpeak. 

Sir. [afide.'\ Unfeeling maid to torture thus mjr 

bofom ! 
Laod. [to Sir.] And can I think, illuftrious 
prince, your heart 
Will fo debafe itfelf in loving me ? 
''Em. [^0 Laod.] His love is firmly yours. 
Sir. l/ijde to Em.] Hers, fay'ft thou, hers ? 
Em. [/o him.'] Peace, perjur'd man. 
Laod. Does love fo little then 
Give utterance to his lips ? 

Em. A faithful 1o\'ct 
Whofe bofom burns, ftill feeds the flame in filence. 

Laod. Yet oft the glances of an eye betray 
The fitent lip : but not a look fi-om him 
Is turn'd on me ; nay rather, as confus'd. 
He bends his ejes to earth in ftupid gaze. 
And fcems to give thy every word the lie. 

Et/K 
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' Em. Not fo, Laodice, you arc deceiv'd ; 
You khow not Siroes : but I know him well ; 
He ftands abafh'd in prefence of Hydafpes. 

Sir. \to Em.] Alas, my love ! far other doft 
thou know. 

Em. [to him^ Traitor, no more. 

Laod. Abafh'd before Hydafpes ? 
Thou know'ft he has no fault, or if a fault, 
Tis courage in extreme, not timid fhame. 

Em. But love, that changes all, can render valiant 
The coward heart, and fearfiil make the bold. 

Sir. [afide.'] Unfeeling nmd ! to torture thus 
my bofom. 

Em. 'Twere beft to leave you : conftant loven 
ever. 
Who love like you, abhor fociety. 

Laod. Hydafpes, yet I tremble left he ftiU 
Deceive thee and myfclf, 

Em. I dare not wholly 
Condemn your doubts ; for well by proof I know. 
In truiting others never does the mind 
Exert the caution confidence requires ; 
We feldom find fidelity in love. 

The fiiith of every lover ftill. 

How dangerous to believe ; 
Their fighs, their prayers, their tears at will 

The cafy heart deceive. 

Shall 
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Shall man, by fclf reproach unblam'd, 

Tlie feir, he wrong' d, furvey ; 
As if the crime were venial lum'd, 

AiFe<aictn to betray I [^Exit. 



s c i: N E Vf. 

SiitoEs, Laodicb. 

Laoei. You fpeak not, Siroes — what isnow.youi' 
fear? 
Hydafpes is not prefent : freely then 
Difclofe your fecrct. 

Sir. [afide.l Why am I purfued 
With love fo fatal ?*— Ah ! Laodice, 
Subdue a paflion that endangers both. 
Should Cofroes, who adores thee, ever learn-*—* 
Laoti. O ! fear not him , he never will difcover 
Our gentle intercourfe. 

Sir. But then, Hydafpes 

Laod. Hydafpes is a friend ; and, Siroes, hd 
Approves our love. 

Sir. Not always do the Itps 
And heart agree. 

Laod. We but torment ourfelves 
With fancied ills ; if obftacles like thefe 
Muft from our breaft expunge fuch dear affedlion. 
Sir. Others there are — Laodice, farewell. 

Laod. 
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Laod. Yet ftay— and why conceal them ? 

Sir. Heavenly powers ! 
Spare me the fllame of fpeech, and fpare thyfelf 
The pain to hear them. 

Laod. Will you leave me then 
Thus loft in crael doubts ? Speak, prince. Ah ! 
fpeak. ' 

Sir. \afide.'\ O pain to fuffer ! — hear me then 
declare, 
Ah ! no— forgive me — I muft leave tj^ee. 

Laod. Never, 
Till you have given me firft to know your fccret. 

Sir. Some other time fhall tell thee all. 

Laod. But now. 
Now is the eventful moment. 

Sir. Hear me then. 
Since thou wilt know, I burn with other fUnies } 
My feith is plighted to a lovelier objeift ; 
The faireil of her fex : I love not thee. 
Nor ever yet have lov'd, and ihould thy hopes 
Afpire to change my heut, fuch hopes are vain : 
Diftiaft me not — my fecret now is known. 

If e'er thefe lips could love declare, 

Thefc eyes foft glances dart t 
Thefe treacherous lips muft felfely fwear, 

Thefe eyes belie my heart. 

Then 
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Then feek fome other breaft to move. 

All thoughts of me forfake ; 
And for thy recompenfe in love. 

This friendly council take. [E*;/. 

SCENE vn. 

Laodice alone. 

And fliall I then endure fuch cruel fcom f 
Oh ! no, I^dice ; af!ront like this 
Muft be rcveng'd. Shall that ungrateful boaft 
His triumph in my Ihame ? A thoufand foes 
Will, at my bidding, rife at once ^ainfthim. 
It (hall be fo — his father muft believe 
. The fon his rival, both in love and empire ; 
And by my arts impell'd, ftiall now my brother 
Araxes, offer to Medarfes' aid 
The troops in arms ; and if I meet not all. 
My wifh, at Icail I will not figh alone, 

SCENE Vlli. 
Enter Aeaxes. 

Arax. My lifter, with impatience have I foi^ht 

thee. 
Lao4. And now mod opportune for me, we 

meet. 
jir. Thy help was ne'er more needful. 
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Laod. Nor have I 
So wifh'd thy converfe : know my brother — 

Ar. Hold : 
Firft hear me, fitter : fir*d with hafty paflion, 
Cofroes will raife Medar^s to the throne : • 
Orders arc iffued for the folemn pomp ; 
The people vent complaints ; the foldiers munnur. 
Thou, if thou canil, appeafe an angry &ther, 
Xncens'd unjulUy, and in Siroes Ikve 
A hero to the land. 

Laod. A hero ? — ^No, 
Thou art deceiv'd ; for in the bread of Siroes 
Relides a foul moll obftinately iavage ; 
A heart o'erflow'd with pride : he feems to prize 
Himfelf alone, and thinks the fubje»5t world 
Muft all pay tribute to his matchlefs valour. 
• Ar. Is this my fifter fpeaks ? And doft thou 
think — 

Laod. I think his ruin is by us, Araxcs, 
Moft firmly to be wifli'd : his fall is near, 
Prevent not thou his fate. 

Ar. And who has thus 
£'ftrangM Laodice ? 

Laod. Tis not for thee 
To fethom yet my fecret. 

Ar. Every one 
Will blame your fickle and inconftant nature. 
Laod. "Tisoftenconftancytochangcthemind." 
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If ocean gently lave the fliore, 

And now in ftorms, %ith deepening roar 

The manner difmays ; 
ffo fiiult is his, who but the power 
Of ftronger winds ibeys. 

If I with chxapag fortune veer, 

Yet let me not be blam'd ; 
What once inconllant in^;ht appear 

May now be virtue nam'd. [£*/i. 



SCENE IX. 

AsAXB9 alone. 

I ftiall not for Laodicc betray 
My friendfhip or my duty. — ^Who can tell 
The fecret caufe from which her anger fprings ? 
Such is the genius of the weaker fex : 
O ! woman; beauteous woman ! how might man 
Indulge his rapture in your love beftow'd. 
If conftancy were join'd with female charms. 

The uncertain ftream that murmuring flows 
Between its banks, the wind that blows. 
Oft fhifting through the rufliing boughs. 
Is Headier liar than you. 



Yet 
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Yet fimple lovers dill prepare 
New food to nourifh amorous caxe ; 
With tears and fighs purfue the feir. 

And hope to find her true. [jEar*^. 

SCENE X. 

^n innff apartment hehnging to Cosroes. A tahU 
with feats. 

SiROSs with a faper. 

Still let me from Emira's fnares preferve 
My Other's hfe.— This paper, thus imprefs'd 
With charatflers difguis'd, defcribes the danger, 
But keeps unknown the traitor, — If my filcnce 
Conceal the firft, I muft betfay my father ; 
And if I tell the laft, I faCrifif c 
My cruel, lov'd Emira — Ha ! the king 
Seems this way bending — Whither (hall I turn ? 
Should he' perceive me here he'll fure fufpedl 
From me the warning comes, and force me then 
To name the guilty : beft awhile retire 
And hide me from his light — O Gods ! defend. 
Defend Emira, guard my father's life. 
And ah ! protefi my innocence. [retires. 



SCENE 
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SCENE XL 

Enter CosKOBS. 

Cof. Shall then 
The heart of Cofroes from a rebel fon 
Receive its laws ? Twere madncfs but to think it. 

SCENE XII. ' 
Enter Laodice. 
Co/. What brings my feir-one unexpected here? 

Laod. I come to cl^m proto5lion. Cofroes' 

fevour 
Suffrces not, even in thefe palace walls. 
To ihelter me from fear ; nor thofe are wanting 
That outr^e and infult me> 

Cof. Who can dare 
So far prefume } 

Laod. My crime, alas ! is truth 
And loyalty to you. 

Cof. Declare the guilty. 
And leave with me the care to punifti him. 

Ijaod. Your fon attempted to feduce my love. 
And when I durfl reject his impious fuit> 
He menaced me with death. 

Sir* 
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Sir. [lijening.'] What do I hear ? 
Co/. My lov'd Medaries could not thus offend : 
No — Sirocs is the criminal. 

Laod. Tis trae. 
What can a woman, helplefe, unproteAed, 
Againft the royal heir of Perfia's king ? 

Sir. [apart.'] All, all the wrarld confpire aguaft 

my peace ! 
Co/. And (hall he prove my rival too in love ? 
Dry up thofe tears, O ! lovely mourner, calm 

Thy troubled thoughts. O ! moft ungrateful 

Siroes ! 
And hail thou dar'd 7 BeUeve not I am Cofroes 
If I forget — enough — ^Laodice, 

Yes, thou (halt fee 

Sir. [apart."] O ! pain to think ! 
Laod. [afide.] ""TvfAS wife 
In me to accufe him firft. 

Co/, [fits at the tahle.] Unworthy fon 1 

[/ees the paper left by Sir. and reads to him/elf. 
Laod. Had I forefeen fuch anguifh to your heart 

I pever then \afide.] What paper's that ? He 

reads 
Abforb'd and loll — he changes colour ! 

Co/. Gods! 
What worfe could angry Heaven have rais'd againft 
mel 

Wai 
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Was ever day like this ? {rj/cs, 

. Laod. My gracious lord, 
What now afflidls you ? 

SCENE XIII. 

Med. Father, I behold 
Your features chang'd. 

Cof. \^grves him the pafer."] Read there, beloT'4 
Medaries, 
And tremble as thou read'ft. 

Laod. [ajide.'] What can this mean ? 

Med. [reads.'] " Cofroes, a iJa»e is laid to tak^ 
" thy life, 
" By one believ'd moft loyal ; on this day 
" The blow is meant. Sufpedl in every one 
" The fecret trator : death is fiirely thine, 
" If from thy prefence thou remov'ft not all 
** ITiat ftare thy bcft afFeilions — he who gives 
^ Thb counfcl is thy friend : believe and Uw." 
[ j« reftmu the /n*^ to Cof, 

Laod. I freeze with horror ! 

Cof. What inhuman pity 
Thus, thus to lave me ! From a hand unknown 
The warning comes, but points not out the guilty, 
Then muft I ever fear my friends, my fon? ? 

In 
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In every cup beliere my deith coaceal'd, 
And fee the cruel threat in every fword f 
Is this to be preferv'd i Is thii to Uve ? 

Sir. [apart.'] Unhappy fithtr ! 

M^. [a/dt.'] Lo£e not now, my fotd. 
This ^ occafion. 

Cof. Still, Medarfes, filent } 
Laodice, thou doft not fpeafe. 

La9it. Alas ! 
Fm ftnick with terror. 

Med. If I fpoke not yet, 
I wiHiM to hide the guilty from yoor ang«7, - 
"Hie guilty dear to both ; but when I fee 
The cruel anguifli of a father's hcar^ 
J can no longer hold — that paper's mine. 

Sir. [aparf.'] Infidious falfehood ! 

Cof Know'ft thou then the traitor. 
And yet conceal'ft him from my juft refentmcnt i 

Med. \kneeh7\ O father m(rfl bdov'd ! fbi]give 
the guilty ; 
Let it fuffice, thy life has been preferV'd : 
Ah ! think not ever in fuch blood to Aain 
Your royal hands : know, he who feeks your life 
Is your own fon — and your Medarfes' brother ! 

Sir. [apart.'] Muft I be iilent ftill ? 

Cq/". Medarfes, rife: 
Wliat tongue to thee reveal'd the dreadful fecret 1 

Med. 
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Med, Siroea himfelf difclos'd it 

haod. [ajide.'] Can it be ! 
What heart would hare conceiv'd it ? 

Med. Long he tried 
To nuke me partner in his crime — I pleaded, 
I be^'d, but all in v^n, he vow'd your death ; 
And hence Medarfes in that fcroll reveal'd 
The dire defign. 

Sir. [di/covers him/elf.'] Medarfes is a traitor : 
That paper's mine. 

Med. [afide.'] O Heaven ! 

Laod. [afide.] What do I fee ? 

Cof. Ha ! Siroes here, conceal'd in my apart- 
ment! 

Med. His guilt is clear. 

Sir. Tis &lfe : defire to favc 
Your threaten'd life, my fother, brought me hither: 
A defperate foe, unknown, defigns your death. 
And you're betray' d. 

"SCENE XIV. 
Enter Emira. 

Em. [enlering.'] And who betrays my king ? 
In his defence behold this arm and fword. 

Sir. There wanted but Hydafpes to complete 
Tlie wretchednefs of Siroes. 

Cof. 
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CoJ. \to Em.] See, my friend. 
To what has Heaven referv'd me. \pves thefa^er, 

Laod. Strange events ! 

Em. \having read the paper returns it^ Whence 
came this waning ? Is the traitor known ? 

Med. Medarfes has reveal'd the whole. 

Sir. My brother 
Deceives thee, good Hydaffies, know 'twas I 
Difclos'd the fecret. 

Co/. Wherefore then forbear 
To name the aflaflin ? 

Sir. Thus far have I fpofce, 
But dare not utter further. 

Em. O ! perfidious ! 
And would'ft thou thus conceal thy impious 

treafon 
With virtue's thin difguifc ? A friend to none. 
The offender nor the offended ; both betray'd. 
The monarch is not fafc ; the ftroke defign'd 
By thee prevented j now thou com'ft to boaft 
Tlic Warning g^ven in that ambiguous paper. 
Yes, tTMtor, I wotdd fain— [/o Cof.] forgive, my 

king, 
Ttiis warmth of temper : 'tis my duty fpcaka : 
As loyalty has bound me to the father. 
So bi refpei^ is wanting to the fon : 
Your danger b my own. 

VOL. Ill, H I^od. 
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Laod, {pjide^ What noble daring ! 

Cof. What do I owe to tliee, belov'd Hydafpes ? 
\to Sir.] Learn, learn, ingrate, behoM a fiianger 

born; 
The blood of Cofioes circles in thy veins : 
To him I gave my favour, thee thy life, 
And yet behold he flands to guard my iafety, 
While thy infidious arts invade my throne. 

Sir. I dare no further plead in ray defence. 
And yet I am not guilty. 

Med. Innocence 
Is ever bold, nor keeps a fulten filence ; 
Medarfes freely fpeaks. 

E,m. \to Sir.] Away : what now 
Employs tliy thoughts > What doft thou ? He 
who goes 
■ So far, would doiibtlefs foon complete his purpofe; 
Thou anfwer'll twt : I know thou art confus'd; 
It galls thee now to find thy heart reveal'd. 
And all thy falfchood open'd to Hydalpes ; 
And hence thy filepce, hence thy looks of Ihamc, 
And hence that fear to call thine eyes od mine. 

Sir. \afide^ There wanted but HydaQics ' to 
complete 
The wretchedncfs of Sirocs. 

Cof, Yes, Medarfes, 
His filence juiUties the imputed guilt. 
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Med. Medarfes truly {^pokc. 

Em. But Siroes' lips 
Kxt feiughf with fidfehood. 

Sir. "Tis too much, Hydafpes, 
And /hall not this fuffice i Wh&t would'ft thou 
more? 

Em, Do thou from anxious doubts relieve my 
king. 

Sir. What can I lay ? 

Em. Say ? That thy crime is mine, 
Say that, with thee, I'm partner in the guilt { 
Or rather fay that ail the guilt is mine, , 
And thine-thc loyalty : for this, and more 
A mind like his might feign. [io Cofroes. 

Co/. But fruitleft all. 
Tis not an eafy talk to impofe on Co&oes : 
I know thy truth too well, [/o Em. 

Em. O ! would to heaven 
That Siroes' loyal faith could equal mine I 

Cof. I know him too— all, all proclaims htm 
traitor ; 
He neither makes deftnce, nc» fues for pardon. 

Sir. I can no fiirdier plead my hapleis caufe, 
And yet I'm tniux:ent. 

Mui. h he not guilty, 
Who could refiife but now s folema oath 
To calm a father's peace } 

a 3 Zao^. 
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Laod, Is he not guilty. 
Who cherifh'd in his breaft prefumptuous love? 

Cof. Is he not guilty, whom myfelf 1 found 
' Conceal'd in fecret here I 

Em, Is he not guilty, 
Who firfl could cl^m this paper as his own. 
And when I prefs'd him clofcwith words of truth> 
Stood mute and terrified ? 

Sir. All, all confpire 
To fix my guilt, and yet I'm innocent. 

What foes like thefe, alas ! combinM; 

Could mthlefs Fortime fend ? 
To Judge me and condemn I find 
A cruel im and brother join'd, 

A &ther and a friend. 

I fee all prefent help is vain. 

All hope from future time ; 
Yet that I flill my truth retain, 

Is made my only crime. [Exit. 

SCENE XV. 

CosROEs, Emira, Medarses, Laodicb. 

Cof. Ho ! — let the prince be watch'd. 

[^0 the guards without- 
Em. Myfelf will keep 
Your royal perfon fafe. 

Med. 
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Med. Why fears my &thcr, 
£nclos'd with ^tbfiil friends, a liQgle traitor ? 

Laod. You are too deeply moT'd. 

Cof. And who can tell 
What friend is true ; or know what fnarc is lud ? 

Em. You fear not me, my lord. 

Cof. No, dear Hydafpes, 
On thy untainted faith I truft my all : 
Search deep this treafon^ and defend in Cofiroes 
A prince that lores thee. 

Em. Nor can Cofroes tnift 
His peace to one, who bears a heart more loyal : 
If all his aid, his counfel nought avail, 
Hydafpes, jealous of his truth and honour. 
Will flied his deareil blood in your defence. 

C^. Thus while I lofe a fon^ I find a friend. 

Fate hovers, hke a ruihing tide. 

That from the cliff defcends : • 
But thou,- dear youth, ihalt turn afide 

The ruin that impends. 

Near and more near the dangers threat. 

And, doubtful where to fly, 
If e'er thy Mth a king foiget, 

Qn whom fliall he rely ? [Exit. 



SCENB 
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SCENE XVI. 

Emi&a, Medabsbs, Laodicb. 

Med. Who would have thought in Sirocs e'er 
to find 
A tmtor to his king ? 

Jjood. Or who conceiv'd 
A heart fo treacherous and a love fo daring ? 

£/H, And what can urge thefe mean unworthy 
infuhs 
On one who hean them not ? Mcdarfes furcly 
Might own fome feeling to a brother's name ; 
And you, Laodice, with more refpei5t 
Might judge a prince like him : believe not al- 
ways 
The unhappy are the guilty. 

Med. Does Mcdarfes 
Such pity feel for Siroes ? 

iMod. Thou to plead 
In his behalf ? 

Med. And didft not thoUj Hydafpes, 
Till now infult him ? 

lioad. Say, what eattfe Ubcitca 
Thy anger againft us ? 

Em. From me perchance 
He might deferve reproach, but not from you. 

Med. 
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Med. So foon to change, and now defend the 
man 
Whom late you fought to ruin ? 

Em. You believe 
Hydafpes chang'd, Hydafpes is the fame. 
Laod. The fame ? I know not what your 

fpeech intends* 
Med. A mind unchang'd could never dictate 
words, 
lliat fpeak the thoughts fo various. 

Em. Be it fo : 
Believe it myftery^ but believe it true. 

Have you beheld the fummcr rain 
With kindly fhowers refrelh the pl^n ; 
Where, near the purple violet, blows 
With tints renew'd the btufhing rofe ? 
Both flowers one foil maternal breeds. 
And both one geni^ moiflure feeds. 
My heart is one, though now I fecm 
TTo abfolve the prince and now condemn. . 
One caufe impels me, while by turns 
My pity melts, my ang» burns. 

[Exit. 



SCENE 
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SCENE XVII. 

Laodicb, Medarses. 

Jjood. The words Hydafpes uttcr'd fure contan 
Some flrange and hidden fenfc 

Med. Ah !" little read 
In hunuD kind ; and doft thou then believe him ? 
Thou (houldft be vcrs'd in courts : 'tis ever thus 
With him who holds the 6vour of his prince : 
His artificial plots %re hidden fecrets : 
The lefs the vulgar comprehend, the more 
They worihip and admire, 

Laod. I cannot think 
Hydafpes' meaning fuch : 'tis true I know not 
To what it tends, but whilft I hear him fpeak, 
Like him I change my purpofe and my thoughts, 
And know not what I hope, or what I fear. 

No certan fears my bofom fill. 

Nor know I hope fincere ; 
And yet in hope I wander ftill. 

And wander flill in fear. 
1 know not why, but ftript of reft. 
All peace is banifh'd from my brcaft. 

[fin/. 
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SCENE XVIII. 

Mbdarses alone. 

Great arc my aims : and thus &r well advaAc'd 
My pFojeft fhows. The recompenfe at hand, 
Amidft fuch tumults Hill I fiand unfliaken : 
He never trulU the fea who fears a ftorm. 

Amidft the ftomi, while fearful lught 
Has hid the liars from hurhan light, 
Acrofs the gloom a ray of light 

Already fortune fhows. 
Hiis labour o*er, my care fhall ceafe, 
■ My troubled foul return to peace. 
And thoughts of dangers pail increafe 

The fweets of calm repofe. [Etif, 
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' ACT II. SCENE I. 

ji royal park. 

Laqdicb alotu. 

How fetti is the pleafore of rercnge \ 
Revenge, that follow' d, ends in deep repentance. 
This 1 too well have prov'd ; for Siroes' danger 
My breaA is torn with honor and remotfe. 



SCENE IX. 
Entfr SucuBS. 

^r. At length, Laodice, you arc reveng'd 
And Siroes fuffers for a iault of yours. 

Laod. Ah ! prince belov'd ! fuch anguifti rends 
my bofom, 
} dare not fpeak. 

Sir. And yet, 'Lao&cty 
You fear'd not to accuie me. 

Leod. Blind refentmeot 
For your difdain ifnpell'd a jealous wonun 
To fuch detefted feUehood : O! forgive. 
Forgive the nudnefi of a love like mine. 
And let my grief fiiffice for puuifhment : 

I will 
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I will difclofe the whole, and Cofroes now 
Shall know 'twas I- 

Sir. Your ruin, that would follow. 
Cannot enfure my Ikfety : were I clear'd 
Of love to you, a crime of deeper dye 
Is charg'd -upon me. Ceafe, Laodice, 
Thy pity may awaken new fufpicions 
Of our imputed loves. 

Lao^. WhatfiiaUIdo 
To merit your foigivenefa ? Tell me, Sirocs, 
Behold me ready now to atone my guilt. 

Sir. I blot it from my mind, and if you think 
That fuch obHyion merits fome return, 
Henceforth forget to love mt. 
, LaoJ. O ! ye powers ! 
How can I ceafe to cherift love like mine ? 

la filcnt anguiih. will I mourn 
The fele I'm doom'd ta prove ; 
. But hope Kot that this bread fbrbm. 
Caaevec ccaie to 1ot«. 

Ah! cruel, what ofience'if I 

.Within my heart retain, 
Tlie wretched privilege to figh, _ 

And figh, alas f in Tan ? {_Exif, 

Sir.Ol thatmywordAcouldcalmEmirai'saopii^ 
As now they have: a|>gea&'dLagdice. [f;'«V> 

Enter 
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£act II. 



Enter Emira. 



Em. Stay, faithlefs man ! 

Sir. And cannot yet my fufferings 
Suffice thy cruelty ? 

Em. And art thou yet 
Contented to betray me ? 

Sir. Now perchance 
Thou com'ft again with cruel taunts to infult 
A wrttched guiltlefs prince. 

Em. And thou pefchance. 
Now fcek'ft thy father to reveal the fecret 
That paper had with-held. 

Sir. At Icaft the paper 
Offends not thee : die guilt is fix'd on Sirocs : 
I groan beneath the charge, and yet am (ilent. 

Em. And I, what did I, when I feem'd to infult 
And mod reproach thee } FHrroly I fecurM 
The confidence of Cofroea in my faith. 
More for thy fafety, than for my revenge. 

Sir. Ah ! then, my love, do more for Siroes' 
&ke; 
Forgave his father; oratleaft, if ftill 
You feek. revenge, then feek it in this bofom. 
- Em. I cannot fo confound the fon and father : 
Colroes I hate, but thee Emira loves ; 
I wiih but to revenge a parent floin. 

2 Sir. 
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Sir. And I, by nature's law, defend my own ; 
And juAice higher lan£tilies the duty 
To guard the Uving than revenge the dead. 

Em. Go then — purfue thy nobler enterprife. 
And leave to me my own : but knowD; thou well 
What both our duties cl^m ? In us, the children 
Of foes profefs'd, our paflion is a crime. 
No, we fhould hate each other : duty bids thee 
Reveal my purpofe to the ear of Cofroe's; 
And duty bids me to prevent difcovery. 
Thou in Emira ihould'ft behold a foe, 
Cmel, implacable ; in Siroes I 
Deteft the unworthy offspring of a tyrant-: 
Then henceforth let us both be deadly foes. 

[going. 

Sir. Stay, flay, my life ! 

Em. And call'Il thou me thy life ? 
Would'ft thou unite the lover with tlie foe ? 
At once thou but betray'ft, what nature made thee, 
A ^thlefs lover and a feeble foe. 

Sir. You wrong me much, my love, — ' — 

Em. Be filent — love 
Is loft in hatred — fpeak to me of rage. 
Of vengeance fpeak, and I with pleafure hear thee. 

Sir. And muft I then 

Em. O ! yes, forget Emira. 

Sir. Farewell, Emira, thou wilt have me guilty, 
Wilt have pie dead—thou {halt be fetisfied. 

ni 
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ni to my hthti and avo^r his fon 

The fecret traitor — thust^y ctuelty 

Shall be at fiill appeased. [?*^/* 

Em. Hold— ^ not yet. 
' Sir. What wouldft thou have? leave, leave me 
to my fate. 

Em. Yet hear— to mate thee guilty nought 
av^s 
To me or Cofrocs. 

Sif. "Tis enough for me 
To perilh innocent : bear me, Emira, 
At length I find I'm more a foa than lover t 
I can no longer live, and flill be filent : 
If nothing lefs can fave him from thy fury, 
I will difclofe the whole. 
■ Em. Go, tnutor, go, 
Accufe thyfelf or me. In fpite of thee 
Thy purpofe I'll prevent : then fee who moll 
Will gun belief. [£omg. 

Sir. I fee, too cruel maid ! 
My blood is fought and I will fhed the Aream, 
Now late thy cruel heart with Siroes' death. 

[drtms Ms JworJ. 



SCENE 
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ACT rt.^ 



SCENE in. 

Enter C0SBOE8. 

Co/, [entering fees the /word drawn.'\ Whatdoft 
thou, impious youth ? 

£m. [a^eJ] O ! heavenly Powers ! 

Cyr Wretch I hall thou drawn thy fword 
agjuoft my friend ? 
Oui'fl thou refote this truth ?• Tho* none belidc 
Accufes thee, mine eyes are not deceiv'd ; 
Say that I charge thee falfely. 

Sir. AH is true : 
Yes, I am guilty ; I betray my fethef ; 
( hate my brother, and infult Hydafpes. 
Death, death is my defert : j-ou arc unjuft. 
If longer you delay the welcome flroke. 
I heed nor Gods nor men, deleft mylelf. 
And loath the light of Heaven. 

Em. [<^i/i?.] Ye lowers ! defend him. 

Cof. Ho ! guards ! fecure the prince. 

[gnartis enter. 

Em. He meant not, lir. 
Offence to me, but Wind with fodden paffionj 
Perchance ^inft himfelf "<kfign*d the vreapon. 

Cof. In van thou feek'ft to veil his 'crime with 
*rt9 

. . Of 
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Of pious falfehood. Whereforp didft thou fly ? 

Em. My flight was not from fear. 

Sir. 1 ceafe, no more : 
Hydafpes, ceafe : my greateft foe is he 
Who now would fave me; death, and death aloncf 
Muft end my prefent torment. 

Cq/: Take thy wi(h ? 
Thou haft few moments, traitor, more to live. 

Em. What fays my king ? On Siroes' life pro- 
long'd 
Depends your own : he has not yet confels'd 
The accomplice of his crime : witli him would die 
The important feact. 

Co/". True. How much, Hydafpes, 
I owe thy love : be ever near me ftill. 

Sir. So may you nin perhaps on certun htc : 
Who knows but that Hydafpes may betray you i 

Em. *Who, I betray him 1 

Sir. Every one may prove 
A foe conceal'd ; uke heed nor tmft appearance : 
Who can difcem the tr^tor ? 

Co/l Peace and leave me. 

Sir. You think me 6uthtef3 ; hence alone 

The fecret pangs I feel : 
What tongue can make the traitor known— 

\ajide.'] O I tCMture to conceal. 

A fother 
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A &ther, hence your fon you fend. 

And fend with doom fevcre : 
Yet think what dangers now impend. 
And O ! to few your truft extend ; 

But learn in time to fear. [£a/ guarded. 



SCENE IV. 
CosROEs, Emiba. 

Em. \a0de.'] The king is thoughtful. 

Co/, [to himfelf.'\ From fuch numerous proo6 
I know my fon b guilty — yet thofe words — 

Bm. \afide^ Perhaps his imnd begins to admit 
fufpicions 
SuggeHed thus by Siroes. 

Cof. [tohimfelf.'\ Can it be! 
Hydafpes to betray me ? 

Bm. If he once 
Sufpefl my truth, my purpofe half is loft. 
He heeds me not — ^We are alone — ^the time 
Now calls upon me — 

Cof. He perhaps ^that's guilty 
Accuf^s him to make his crime the lefs. 
By partneHhip of treafon. 

Em. Now, Emira, [draws herjword. 

Now flay the vidlim to thy father's ghoft. 

vol.. lit. Q SCiENE 
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SCENE V. 
Enter Medajbses. 

Med. My lord. 

Em, [aJJe.'] O ! heavenly powers ! 

MeJ. Hydafpes, lay 
What means that weapon ? 

Em. At his foot to lay 
The pledge of loyalty : there arc who duril 
Excite his fear of me. My jealous honour 
Admits not doubt— Hydafpes deem'd a traitor ! 
Yea, Siroes here ha3 touched me — Mighty Gods! 
Has touch'd my inmoft heart, and till this truth 
Be deeply fearch'd, behold me now difarm'd 
And Cofroes' prifoner. 

Co/. O ! exalted f^th ! 
" Med. Perchance my brother fought another 

name 
To veil his crime. 

Cof. Hydafpes, to its place 
Return thy fword, to wear in my defence. 

Em. Forgive me, when a monarch's life's in 
danger 
A fhadow is a fubftance ; from your mind 
Be banifti'd firft the doubt that wrongs Hydafpes, 
Then to its place return the unfullied weapon. 
Fit guardian for your fafety. 

Co/. 
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Co/. No, Hydafpes, 
Refumc thy fword. 

£m. I mud not. Sir, cbey you. 

Cqf. Tis my command. 

Em. What you command, Hydafpes 
No longer dares oppofe. But yet permit me 
To leave the court, left new fufpicions, rais'd 
By eavjous minds, fhould taint my innocence. 

Co/. No ; 'tis my will Hydafpes fliould remain 
To watch my danger, 

£«. I? 

Co/ Yes, thou Hydafpes. 

Em. Who can to me cnfure the feith rtF numbers 
To whom your hfe is trufted ? I muft ftand 
Pledg'd for the truth of each — Had I myfelf 
The fole difpofal 

Cof. Tis enough — in thee 
That power be veiled : from the royal guards 
Take thofe approved the truftieft : at thy will, 
Difpofe and change them ; and the care be thine' 
To find the latent traitor, 

Em. I obey 
The royal will, and truft no lurking treafon 
Will long be hidden from my fearching eyes. 
[a/de.'] My veflel now has nearly reach'd the 
port. 

o a From 
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From cverj' fear your mind releafe, 
Compofe your beating heart to peace j 
For you my .cares (hall never ceafc : 

Still think me juft and true. 
That moment I forget to obey 
The duties claim'd by fovcrcign fway. 
And wrong my king, may Heaven repay 

The wrong with vengeance due. [^Exit. 



S C E N E VI. 

CosnoES, Medarses. 

Med. Tis wondrous, fure, to find fuch loyalty 
In One a ftranger born ; but yet, my king, 
' All this fufficcs not : our deftiny 
Demands a flronger pledge. 

Co/. Before this day 
Declines, thou flialt be partner in my throne : 
Then little can one madman's pride prevail 
Ag^nft the power of two united kings. 

MeJ. Your love to me will but incenfe Him 
more: 
Already Siroes has feduc'd the people. 
And numbers own his caufe : feditious threats 
Are heard on every hand. — Alas ! mj lord, 
Unlefs the plant is rooted from the foil. 
It ftill mull grow and fpread to our annoyance. 
A remedy is fure — but harfli to fpeak — 

5 . The 
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The head once fever'd, fedlion in the vulgar 
Soon lofes all its vigour. 

Co/. Oh\ my heart 
Recoils from fuch a dee d -— 

Mai. *Tis true, the thought 
Congeals my blood. — No other way rem^s 
To enfure your fafety, but to pardon Siroes, 
And raife him to the throne. — ^To him, my fether, 
I gladly yield the now contefted fway. 
To wander far an exile from my country, 
And eafe his fears of me : fliould this be little, 
^y vital blood fhall gladly flow to appeafe him : 
Strike here, and deem me happy in the wound 
That renders peace to him who gave me being. 

Cqf. I feel my eyes o'erfiow with tenderne& : 
Ah ! dear Medarfes, let me hold thee thus, 
Clofe to my heart. Why did not Heaven beftow 
Two fons like thee ! 

Med, Alas ! could I refufe 
My worthiefs life to buy yoiu- future lafety, 
I were indeed unworthy fuch a father. 

From you the light of Heaven I drew. 
And now I ftand prepar'd for you 

My life or death to find. 
My life, if Uving I can cure 
The anxious pangs you now endure,- 
Or death, if dying I cpfurc 

Your future peace of mind. [£W/. 

SCENE 
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SCENE VII. 

CosROES alone. 

No, Cofroes, no^thou canft no longer doubt. 
And Siroes is the traitor. — Juftice now 
Should fentcnce guilt ; but O ! I cannot fix 
My weak refolves ; and midft my deep refenttnent 
A remnant of paternal kindnefs 
Here lingers in my breaft and pleads his caufc. 

With anger and with love opprefs'd, 
Thofe tyrants of the human breaft. 
What foes my peace aflail ! 
■ While jcaloufy would guard the throne. 
While pity would preferve the fon. 

All hopes from counfel fail. 
This way and that my foul to bend. 
The father and the king contend. 

While neither can prc\-ai]. [Exit. 

SCENE VIII. 

ui^arlmenlSy with a_ view of tht royal gardens. 

SiROES difarmed. An&XES. 

Ar. He who refufes fuccour juftifies 
The rigour of his fete : defpair, my prince. 

Not 
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Not virtue makes you thus condemn in me 
A z«id that has improv'd the people's iavour 
In your behalf. 

Sir. The ftroke of adTcrfe Fate 
Is conquered by endurance. 

jlr. Seldom Fortune 
Is jtknd to merit ; and fhe takes offence 
Hut ever man fhould more confide in virtue 
Than in her partial Stouts. 

Sir. Know^ the foul 
That warms this bofom would far rather bear 
llie pangs of fuffering innocence than find 
Such happinefs as follows profperous guilt. 

^r..That innocence is little priz'd which meets 
The world's reproach.— The vulgar from events 
Dire<ft their judgment, and believe thofe guilty 
Whom Fortune has deprefs'd. 

Sir. Enough for me 
To know myfelf and die with felf-applaufe. 

jfr. Still in defplte of this too rigid virtue. 
The care be mine to fave you from your father, 
Unjufl and cruel Cofrocs : yes, the people. 
The fquadrons will unite in fuch a caufe. 

Sir. But this is furely treafon, not defence. 



^. 
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Ar. Since you, though innocent, would lofe 

That ud a friend fupplies : 
To meet the confliA you refiife. 

My valour (hall fuffice ; 
And few the treafon will accufe 

By which a traitor die*. [JSwA 

SCENE IX. 
SiBOEs, Mbdabbbs. 

Mei. Alone, my brother ? 

Sir, I have ever with me 
The fad fociety of adverfe Fortune. 

Med. Thy happinefs is furely now fecur'd. 
This inf^ant Cofroes wilt be here : perchance 
He comes to g^ve thee comfort. 

Sir. See what comfort 
My deftiny has fent : infiead of Cofroes 
Medarfes comes. 

Med. Yes, doubtlcfs 'tis thy wi(h 
Without a witnefs to receive thy father : 
So might'fl: thou praiSifc every Toothing art 
To varnifti o'er thy guilt ; but could thy folly 
E"er hope Medarfes would confent to this ? 

Sir. Thou art deceiv'd : as gladly would I fpeak 

When thou art prefent : he who knows not guilt 

Ne'er 
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Nc*cr feels the glow of fliame. — In feeing thee, 
It only grieves me to reflet our blood 
Flow'd from one common fpring. 

Med. I afk no virtues 
But royalty and empire. . 

SCENE X. 

Enter Cosroes and Emisa. 

0>f. \enter'mg^ Guard, Hydafpes, 
The entrance here, and let laodice 
Be near to wait my bidding. 

Em. I obey. \rt^ret apart. 

Cof. Medarfes, leave us. 

Med. Muft I leave you, fir ? 
And fhould I be accus'd, what fiiend will then 
Defend my innocence ? 

Cof. I will defend it. 

Sir. [to Med.] Remam, if fo thou wilt. 

Co/. \to Sir.] No, I would firft 
Converfe with thee alone. 

Med. And can you, fir, 
Intruft yourfelf with him ? 
■ Co/. Enquire no further : 
Ixave us, Medarfes. 

Med. I obey j but yet— 

Cof 
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Csf. No more, Mcdarie*— go*— retire awhile. 
Med. \afide^ My cmel foftonc now begins u> 
frown. [£«V. 

S C E N E XI. 

CosBOES, SiROES. Emiba afaTt. 
Co/. Sit, Siroes, now, and Ufteo while I fpeak. 

Behold I come a father or a judge. 
Even as thyfelf wouldll choofe me. If a father. 
Then mark how far my clemency extends ; 
Ofj if a judge, obferve how Well with thee 
I can fupport the duty. 
Sir. Siroes fears not 
The name of judge, and venerates the &ther. 

Cof. May I expert the obedience of a fon 
To one command ? Speak not till I have fiaifh'd — 
But hear me with refpcft. 

Sir. I promife, fir, 
Till you permit my fpeech, to attehd in lilence. 

Em. [hearing them.'] What would he fay ? 

Cof. I fee thee, Siroci, guilty 
Of many crimes ; but let me firfl recall them 
To thy remembrance. I from thee requir'd 
An oath that might fecure the kingdom's peace. 
And this thou didft refui)?. I pardon'd thee. 

And 
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And thou, nngniteful, didA abufe my ttiercy. 
A paper told me that foflie trutor lurk'd 
Amongft ray deaieft friends ; and while my mind 
Was labouring with fufpenfe and anxious terror, 
I found thee, thea coocearcf in my apartment. 
What would I more ? Medarfes has himfelf 
Reveal'd thy crimes 

Sir, And can you, fir, believe 

C^ Obferv* thy promifef hear n^ and be 
filent. 

Em, [to herfey"] Unhappy prince I ■ 

Co/. All vent complaints ^ainft thee. 
Thou haft feoff 'd at all decorum in the court j 
And from thy infolence is none fecure. 
Medarfes bears thy infilhs ■, and thy love 
Has rafhly dar'd to affront Laodice, 
Nay offer threats ; and even, before my eyes. 
Thou .wouldft b&ve flain Hyd^)es. Add to tbefti 
The people's murmurs rus'd againJl my peaces 
Excited firft by thee 

Sir. Ah ! wifehood all 1 

Cof. Obferve thy promife, hear me aod be fiKftt. 
Behold nw now, provok'd by filch txtcfles, , 
As if compell'd to fentence thee ; tnd yet 
I pardon all, and blot them from remembrance. 
Come then, my fon, let us again revive 
The love of child and parent. Name the trwtor. 
Or thofe that iJiare his treafon : from the offender 
6 An 



Diqiiii^dbyGoogle 



204 8IH0SS. ■ [act n.- 

An injur*d father claims no recompcnfe 
But penitence fincere and future truth. 

Em. [lo ketfel/."] I fee that Sirocs now is 
greatly mov'd : 
Alas ! fhould he betray me^^ 

Sir. O ! my lord, 
I cannot fpeak 

Co/. Then hear me, — Doft thou fear 
For him that's guilty ? Know thy fear is vain. 
If thou art he, confeffion to a father 
Abfolves the crime and fmooths thy path to 

empire ; 
But if thou art not he, difclofe his name 
And freely I foi^vc him. If thou wilt. 
Receive this royal hand, the pledge of pardon. 

Em. lajide.'] Alas ! I fear. 

Sir. O ! could I fuiely know 
Your juftice never would purfue the trcafon, 
I might reveal 

Em. ^interrupting them hafiily^ Does not my 
lord remember 
That now I^aodice aw^ts his leifurc ? 

Sir. [afide^ O I Heavens ! what means (he 
here? 

Cof. [to Em.] I know it well : 
Retire Hydafpes. 

Em. I obey my foverei^ 

\ajids 
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[afiJe to Sir,] Perfidious ! dare not now betray 
my fecret. [retires. 

S&-. [j/d^.] Cruel Emim! 

Cof. [/o Sir.] Siroc3, fpcak, retrieve 
My pall affeflions.— Still, ftill art thou filent ? 
Why art thou thus difturb'd ? 

Sir. O ! Heaven I 

a/. I fee 
Thou canil not bear to hear without emotion 
Laodice but nam'd. In this, my fon, 
Thou fhalt be happy : I will here prevent 
"Hiy warmeft wifties ; I confefs my weaknefs ; 
I love Laodice, (with fhame I own it,) 
And yet to thee relign her : only fpeak, 
Difctofe the hidden fiiarc, fecure my peace, 
And take her for thy bride. 

Sir. You would not, fir. 
Believe your fon 

Em. [interrupting them.'] Laodice impatient 
Has prefs'd to be admitted ; and in fear 
She might intrude upon yoiu' privacy, 
I have difmifs'd her hence. 

Cqf. And is ihe gone ? 

Em. She is, my king. 

'Cofi Go, hafle and call her back. 

Em. I go, my lord— —Thou wilt not fure be- 
tray me ? [aJJe to Sir. 

Sir. 
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Sir. [a^e.] What aoguifh do I fuffer } 

Cof. Speak, my fon, 
Laodice is thine — Whftt wouU'lt then, more ? 
I fee thee 0ill In doubt. 

Sir. I never hnr'd 
Laodice and yet I mufi not fpeak. 

Cof. \r'ifing^ Perfidious ! now too plain I read 
thy purpofe. 
To Uve a traitor and a traitor die. 
What could'ft thou further alk ? I feal thy pardon. 
Invite thee to my throne, and to thy arms 
Resign a maid, the obje^ of my love ; 
Yet all will not fuffice. My death, my blood, 
I know thou long haft Ibught. Unworthy Ion ! 
Indulge thy wifli : behold me here before thee. 
Unguarded and alone — Inhuman 1 now, 
Difarm me now, and plunge the weapon here. 

^points to his hreafi. 

Em. \inierfofing.'] What caufe excites fuch 
anger in my king ? 
I muft not leave you thus without defence ? 
Behold me here. 

Co/. Go, bring Laodice. 

[Exit Eraira. 



SCENE 



Diqiiii^dbyGoogle 



ACT II.3 



SCENE XII. 

COSROES, SiROES, 

Sir, My lord, if e'er I lov'd Ixiadice, 
May Heaven in juftice 

C^. Do not tempt the Grods 
Ag^n with perjuries. 



SCENE XIII. 

Eater Laodice, nn^EMiRA. 

LaoJ. I come, my lord. 
Obedient to your fummons. 

Cof. Hear me, Siroes, 
'Tis the laft time : once more I offer mercy. 
Speak and afcend the throne ; and with the throne 
Poflefs Laodice ; but if thou ftill 
Perfift jn filence, in a dungeon's gloom 
Expe£l thy death. Hydafpes, in my ftead, 
Shall here be prefent, name to him the traitor, 
I leave diee for awhile, do thou improve 
The few remaning moments ; but if then 
Thou fce*ft the thunder ^I, the fault is thino 
That haft refus'd to avert the impending ftroke. 
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By thcc my pity now is flown. 

My breall with rage on flame ; 
And, traitor, 'tis by thee alone 

I bear a tyrant's name. 

Thou can'ft not fay the guih is mine, 

That fentence waits on thee : 
O ! no, ingrate, 'tis only thine 

And not the king's decree. [£»>. 

SCENE XIV. 
SiROBs, Emiba, Laodice. 

Sir. [to him/elf.'] On what fhall I refolve ? 

Em. Ye happy lovers, 
Hydafpes joys to fee your fbrtune fmile. 
O ! what has ftiture time in ftore forPerlia 
From fuch an union ; (hould the riflng offspring 
Reflect the mother's charms and lather's virtues ? 

Sir. [to hini/il/.'] And does fhe mock me too ? 

LaoJ. May favouring Heaven 
Improve the gladfome omen ! Silent ftill f 
He feems irrefolutc and loft in thought. 

Em. [/Q Sir.] Speak, for 'twere madneis longer 
to diflemble. 

Sir. O I Heavens ! — Away and leave me. 

Em. Well thou know'ft 

The 
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The king has cha^'d thee in Hyd^pes* prefcpce 
To choofe a prifon or Laodice. 

Laod. On what wilt thou refolve ? 

Sir. I leave Hydafpes 
To fix my choice : his will (hall be my law, 
Meantime I go, amidfl: my chains^ to expe^ 
What fete determines next. 

Em. I l[now not, prince — 

Sir. Thou haft known enough to torture m* 
till now, 
[<7^(f.] And may Emira fliare the pangs I fuffer. 

My breaft a thoufand pafHons rend, 

A thoufand racking doubts contend i— 

On thee my laft refolves depend ; [/o Em. 

To rule my heart is thine. 
Say, muA I now for de^th prepare F 
At your command my fete I dare : 
Or fhould you bid me woo the feir. 

Your will, slas ! is mine, \Exit, 

SCENE XV, 
Emira, Laodicb. 

B.m. [afiJe.'] How (hall I now addrefs Laodice? 
Lao4' Hydafpes, on the fentence of thy lips 
My happinefs and Perfia's fate depend. 

VOL. m. f £in, 
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Em. It feems that unconflrain'd Laodice 
Would ^ve herfelf in maniage ties to Siroes. 

Laod. That were indeed a blifs. 

Em. You love him then ? 

Laod. My fondeft thoughts are his. 

Em. And do you hope 
His hand will ever 

Laod. Yes, by thee I hope 
To fee it given to mine. 

Em. Your hopes are vain. 

Laod. And wherefore, fay ? 

Em. Shall I difclofe my fecret ? 

Laod. With freedom fpeak. 

Em. I am myfclf a lover ; 
Forgive my boldnefs — I adore your beauties. 

Laod. Mine, mine, Hydafpes ? 

Em. Yours, Laodice ? 
Ahl who unmov'd could view thofe locks of 

gold, 
Thofe rofeate cheeks, and lips of coral hue. 
That ivory breaft, and thofe foft-beaming eyes ? 
Ah ! Ihould you doubt what flame confumes my 

heart 
Look in this face and read my paflion there. 

Laod. And filent yet till oow— — 

Em. Till now refpea 

5 Reibain'd 
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KeArain'd nty tongue. 

Laod. Then mark me well, Hydafpes, 
I never can return thy love. 

Em. O ! Heaven 1 
Too cruel fair. 

Laod. If it be true thou lov'ft me. 
Be friend to my affections ; give to me. 
With virtue that becomes thy noble nature. 
The prince belov'd. 

Em. You claim too much firom virtue. 

Laod. Siroes is loft. 

Em. Heaven guards the innocent. 

Laod. If hope to thee ihould feign thou haft 
my pity, 
Know hope deceives thee 

Em. Can you be fo cruel F 

Laod. My cruelty was taught me by Hy- 
dafpes. 

Em. O ! giTC me patience, Heaven ! 

Load. Yes, while I live, 
ril hate thee ftill, nor fhalt thou e'er have caui« 
To feoff at my misfortunes. 

Em. Yet one comfort 
At leafi remains— both fhare the pangs of lave. 

r 3 Laod. 
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Laod. When (afc m port my veflel rides, 
•You drive me back to ftormy tides. 

And finlc me in the main. 
But love may give you fooa to know 
An equal fliare of equal woe, 

Such woe as I fuHain. 

[£«/. 

SCENE XVI. 

Emiha alone. 

Such various Hiapes, as love and hatred fway, 
I take by turns, that oft my mind pcrplex'd 
In paflion's maze, fcarce knows its own deiign. 
I hate the tj-rant, and to take his life 
Would fmgly little fear a thoufand bands 
Of foes in arms : but then the thought recurs 
That he is father to the man I love. 
Yes, Sirocs is myfelf, and O ! with grief 
I fee his danger which myfelf have caus'd : 
But when I think he is the tyrant's fon, 
O ! then my heart is rent with fecrct anguifli, 
Alike in hatred, and in love unhappy. 

Why was not I by Heaven decreed, 
A (hcpherdefs to tread the plmn ? 

My bofom tlien no cares would breed, 

But care my tender lambs to feed 
And join in love feme fimple fwain. 

6 But 



Diqiiii^dbyGoogle 



ACT llrj SIROES. 213 

But princes, bom in regal Hate, 
Still find their fratune infincere ; 

Since near the throne for ever wait 
In ambuih plac'd— Deceit and Fear. 

lExit. 



END OP THE SECOND ACT. 



ACT 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 

A court yard. 
CosBOBS, Araxes. 

Caf. Araxes, he mull die : enough till now 
Has nature pleaded for him in this bofom, 

Ar. Who will enfure you, fir, that, Sirocs dead. 
The people will not feek to avenge his death ? 
And that the means employ'd to quell the tumults. 
May not increafe.them ? 

Cof. Be it thine, Araxes, 
With vigorous fecrecy to oppofe the plans 
Of thefe feditious ; and to them be fhewn, 
The fever'd head of my degenerate fon. 
Soon fhalt thou fee rebellion's current dried 
When once the fountain &ils. 

Ar. Before we prove 
A remedy like this, we may employ 
Some other not fo dreadful. 

Cof. And what other 
Remans untried ? Hydafpes and myfelf 
Have totl'd, and toil'd in vain, — this rebel fon 
Thirds for my blood, rcfiifes every gift, 
And {till pcrlifts in obflinate concealment. 

Ar. 
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jfr. Then muft 1, O ! my liege — 

Cof. Yes, go — Aiaxes, 
His death is needful for me ; I pronounce 
The fiital fentencc— but, O Heaven ! I feel 
My heart congeal'd, my eyes o'erflow'd with tears. 
And (heddiog Siioes) blood I ifaed my own. 

^r. With anguifli I obey ; but yet, my lord, 
I will obey : 'tis true Fm Siroes' friend. 
But I am Cofroes' fubjedl : well my heart. 
My loyal heart knows what that name implies. 
That all muft yield before its Ikcred duties. 

To keep a loyal fubjeiSt's name 

Your blood I cruel ftied : 
Whene'er a monarch's peace may clwm 

A guilty rebel's head. 
We praife the tyrant's law, and blame 

The heart to pity bred. [Exit. 

S E C N E II. 

CosBOBS alone. 

Before I prov'd the Browns of angry Heaven, 
I then was blefl in hfe and bleft in empire : 
But to prcferve them, fmcc my heart muft fufFer 
A puniOiment fo dreadful, life and empire 
Are both a burden. 

SCENE 
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SCENE m. 

Enter Laodicb. 

Laod. Hafle, my king ! tlie palace 
Is now encompafs'd by a rebel-band 
That call for Siroes. 

Cof. They ftuOl have theii' wilh : 
They Ihall — already to a faithful arm 
His death is g^ven in charge : perhaps even now. 
Through many a wound bis treacherous foul is fled, 
And thus I give him to his friends. 

Laod. O Heaven ! 
Wretched Ijaodice !— What have you done ? 

[to Cof. 

Gcf. What have I done ? Avcng'd ofTendcd 
fnajefly, 
Aveng'd offended love, thy wrongs and mine. 

Laod. O ! you are dcceiv'd ! Rcverfe the cruel 
order. 
The prince has never Injur'd you in love— 
"Twas falfchood, falfehood all. 

Co/, What iay'ft thou— ha ! 

Laod. In vMn I drove to win the heart of Siroes, 
Till fir'd with rage, to punifh his difdain, 
I forg'd the tale. 

Co/. Haft thou betray'd me too ? 

taod. 



Diqiiii^dbyGoogle 



ACT III.] SUtOBS. 317 

Laod. Yes, Co&ocs, here behold the criminal : 
Let me be flain, but let the guiltlefs Uve. 

Cof. What, guiltlefs ! he who fought a fether's 
life? 
Who kindled in thy breaft the flame of love ? 
He's guilty, guilty of the worft of treafon ; 
Guilty of pleoling thee— and he fliall die. 

Laod. To obtain the life of a devoted fon, 
And from a &ther, was a gift fo mighty 
I oi^ht not to havt hop'd it. — ^What avMl 
Thefe haplefs chamis, that fail to move your pity? 
You never lov'd me, 'twas deception all. 

Cof. Ungrateftil miud ! I lov'd thee bat too 
weU: 
I meant to feat thee on the Fedian throne ; 
Nor is this all : within my bofoth brood 
A thousand cares : I know that thou art falfe. 
And yet, (O \ ihame to think !) I could confeis 
That many pangs I feel are caus'd by thee. 

Laod. Then yield, my lord, to my entreaties 
yield: 
O ! iave the prince, and let my death appeafc you, 
. Moft happy if my blood — — 

Cof. Laodice, 
Depart : by feeking thus to iave his life. 
Thou mak'ft his guilt the more — thy fuit ofiends 
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Load. The dgFe& fee by nttufe ftting. 

When danger threatens near. 
Impetuous flies to guard her young 

AgainA the hunter's fpear. 

I ne'er like thine a heart have known, 
■ No love can there refide J 
Nor pity can in him be (hown 
By whom a fon has died. ' [Emt. 

S C E N E IV. 

CossoES alone. 

Now let us fee how fer my fete wiU.urge 
Her barbarous rigour : yes^ I'll meet it all. 



SCENE V. 
^ter Emika. 

Em. O fir ! releafe the prince, reftore him now 
To appcaie the furious people : threatening loud 
On every hand, with undiftinguifli'd cries 
They vent their maddening rage, and in a moment 
From Hiouting multitudes refounds the name 
Of Siroes. 

Co/. Is the tumult then fo high ? 

Em. The lowcft of the vulgar now afliime 

The 
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The pride c^ rebels : in ten thouiknd hands 
Ten thoufand falchions flalh ; and iUch the frenzy. 
That creeping age and timorous childhood fly 
With arms and weapons to fupply the ftrong. 

Cof. Refift the tumult yet feme momeats logger 
And I no more ihall fear it. 

'Em. Say, what meui 
My fovere^n's words ? 

Cof. Already is Araxes 
"DiilMtch'd by my cotnmand to flay my fon. 

Em. And could'ft thou thus refolve — ^revoke, 
O Heaven ! 
The fetal fentence — I myfelf will go 
The harbinger of mercy — give me, fir. 
The royal tignet. 

Cof. Thou in vain demand'ft it : 
His death mufl be my fafety. 

Em. O ! how chang'd 
Art thou firom Coiroes ! where are now the virtues 
That grac'd thee once, companions in the throne ? 
Ah ! what will Periia fay, and what the world \ 
Cofiroes till now the idol of his fubjedls. 
And terror of his foes % whofe conquering arms. 
By wealthy Ganges and the fertile Nile, 
The furthefl Ind and j^thiop's tawny fons 
Admir'd and fear'd ? O ! think what thou hafl 

lofl. 
In one dread moment 1 If thou canft forget 

The 
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The laws of nature thus, one &tal a<^ 
Blots all thy glories— Still, O ■ iUIl reflea. 
Yet, yet recall 

Cof. But Siroes is a traitor. 

£m. But Siroes is your fon, s fon that ever 
Was w<Hthy you, who from his Other's deeds 
Has leam'd fo well to triumph : yet a child 
Cofioes in him avowM his hope and joy. 
Oft have I heard that, when array'd in anns. 
You fought the foe, or came vtfloiious homc^ 
Hts was the parting and returning Idfs ; 
While playful he ftretch'd out his little hands 
To clafp a Other's neck, and fearlefs fgoil'd 
To fee the dazzling helm and nodding plume. 

Cy: How haA thou wak'd remembnuice I 

Em. Yet this fon 
Is doom'd to death, and doom'd, O ! Heaven \ by 

whom ? 
A Other's voice. 

Cof. I can refift no longer — 

£w. O ! if my fervice ever claim'd reward, 
O I let not Siroes perifh. Send me hence 
Refolve — a moment more the deadly flrt^e 
May then be pad recall. 

Cof. Here, take my fignet. 
And fly to fave him. 

Em. O ! tranfporting founds. 

[going meets Araxes. 
SCENE 
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SCENE VT. 
Enter Abaxes. 

Em. Aiaxes, Heavens! 

Co/. With anguifli m his looks — 
O! Gods! 

Em. Speak, lives the prince ? 

^r. He lives no longer. 

Em. O! Siroes! 

Co/. 01 myfon! 

j^r. At once he fell. 
And by a fingle ftroke : his generous foul 
One moment lingered on his dying lips 
To cry—" Araxes, guard my father's life — " 
Then fled for ever. 

Co/. O ! fupport me. Heaven ! 
Hydafpes, O ! I £unt ! 

Em. Inhuman ! thou ! 
Doft thou lament ! and who has murder'd Siroes ? 
Say, barbarous man ! of whom do'll thou com • 

plain ? 
Go, tyrant ! go, and irom hb trafom rend 
The heart Hill panting ; fate thy rage with blood, 
With filial blood ! a fpecftacle of horror. 
The ftftin of Perfia and the world's abhorrence ! 

Co/ 
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Cof. Is this Hydafpes fpeaks ? has frenzy fetz'd 
him, 
Or does he feign this tnadnefs ? 

Em. 'nil this hour 
He feign'd indeed, but feign'd till time fhould 

fervc 
To pierce the heart of C^fcoes. 

Cof. How has Cofroes 
Deferv'd thy hatred ? 

Em, Impious ! how deferv'd ? 
Haft thou not murder'd now my plighted lord ? 
By thee I've loft a &ther, and by thee 
Have liv'd an exile from my rightful throne. 
Behold in me thy fbe~-I am Bmira. 
Cof. What do I hear I 
Ar. O I wonderful difcovery ! 
Cof. Now do I know who 'twas feduc'd my fon. 
Em. "Tjs true, I tried, but vainly tried to fhake 
His feitb to thee— this learn for my revenge. 
And know, perfidious ! from Emira's hatred 
He watch'd thy fafety : know 'twas he who plac'd 
That warning paper : know, 'tis he who dies 
A guiltlefs vii5)im ; know, that each fufpicion. 
And charge againft this truth was felfehood all. 
Go — ^think, and if ihou can'ft in peace repofe. 
Cof. Araxes, let her be referv'd in chwns 
- To fatiate my refentment. 

Ar. 
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Ar. I obey. 
\to Em.] Refign thy fword. 

Em. My hand alone dHanns me: 
"ITiere — take my weapon. [/ro« her Jivord to 
Anax; who goes out and returns with 
a guard 
[to Cof.] Be npt thou deceiv'd 
To hope that threats can Ximfj Emira. 

Cof. Leave me, ingrate ! fociety like thin« 
But adds to what I feel. 

Em. Let Cofroes' guilt. 
Without my ud, fu£ce to make him wretched, 
\E*it guarded. 

SCENE VIL 

COSBOBS, ASAXES. 

Cof. Where am I ! cruel, cruel rceoUcdion ! 
Do I yet Uve ? 

Ar. Take comfort, dear my loni : 
Think what may now {tfe&ire your threaten'd 

em{Mre ; 
Think of your own tepofe. 

Cof. I hope for none. 
My fubjedb are my enemies, and Fate 
Is arm*d a^nft me. Heaven has not a ftar 
That fhincs on Cofroes with propitious beams ; 
And I myfclf am now my worft of foes. 

Through 
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Through every vein benumb'd with cold, 

I feel the lazy current roU'd, 

And, hovering round, with dread behold 

A murder'd fon's lamented fliade. 
And now slas ! too late I find. 
By me to cruel death confign'd, 
A youth the nobleft of hiA kind, 

A heart by every virtue fway'd. [£»/. 

Ar, Bring back the prifoner. 

[Emira hrought in hy the guards. 

."Scene viii. 

Akaxes, Emira. 

Ar. Now, benignant ftars I 
Succeed my great deligns. Retire. 

[to the guards who go out, 

Em. What would 
An impious king's more wicked minifter ? 
Muft I prepare for death ? 

Ar. No, mighty princefs ; 
Live and preferve yourfelf for him you love. 
Your plighted lord — for know that Siroes lives, 

Em. Is*t poffible ? 

Ar. I gladly fi-om the king 
Receiv*d the fetal charge ; but 'twas to employ 
The means to fave him. 

Em, 
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Em. Wherefore from die father. 
Repentant of the deed, conceal his iafety ? 
jir. Becaufe to me it feem'd bis pity rofe. 
As fear fubfided : fhould he now be told 
That Siroes lires, his pity might again 
' Be chang'd to fear : for pity fways no more 
When ftrongcr fear prevails : the firft is rais'd 
By other's pains, the fecond by our own. 

Em. But where is Siroes ? 

^r. He in ch^s experts 
His fpeedy death. 

Em. Haft thou not yet enfyj'd 
The prmce's fafety ? . 

^r. I muft firft collet 
My i^thful friends fecurrfy to condutS him. 
Where now the impatient people wait his prefence ; 
And ftnce the father thinks him dead, with eafe 
We may complete our purpofe. 

Em. Let us hence — [f ow^. 

But ah ! Medarfes comes. 

j^r. Be not difmay'd, 
I will depart : do you awhile remun. 
And learn what next the treacherous prince defigns : 
Fear not — be conftant. 

Em. 1 confide in thee. [Exit Araxes. 



SCENE 
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SCENE IX. 
£mika> Medabsbs. 

Em. What caufe difturbs you, fir ? 

MeJ. All is in tumult. 
And would'ft thou have me unconcem'd Hy- 
dafpes? 

Em. [afide."] As yet he knows me not. [to Med.] 
Then let us hence 
To oppofc thefe daring rebels. - 

Med. Other fuccour 
Our danger cldms — I haften now to Siroes. 

Em. And mean'ft thou then to free the unwor- 
thy author 
Of all our evils ? 

Med. Think me not fo fenfelefs — 
I go to take his life. 

Em. I heard that Siroes 
Had breath'd his lafl. 

Med. Ha ! dead I by whom, Hydafpes ? 

Em. 1 know not whom, for doubtiiil and 
confiis'd 
To me the rumour came. And thou, Medarfes, 
ttdft thou not hear ? 

Med. The tidings never reach'd me. 
.. 6 Em. 
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Em. Then 'twas fome fi»ftion by the people ■ 

fram'd. 
MeJ. No matter what : alive or dead, it now 
Imports me much that Siroes fhould be found. 

Em. I go before thee, and whate'er thy puipofe, 
Hydafpes will perform — I've heard enough. 

\ajide. Exit. 



SCENE X. 

Mbdaksbs alone. 

No, if a brother crofs my path to empire, 
He muft not live : though nature ftirinks to aift, 
Neceffity compels it. Time that preflcs. 
Big with furrounding evils, leaves me now 
No other means, and in the lail extreme 
Of danger, every remedy is juft. 

Though brother's blood may ftain the crown. 

Its fplendor ne'er decays : 
The crime that leads us to the throne, 
Conde'mn'd for ill fuccefs alone, 

All, when fucccfsfiil, praife. [fiwV. 



SCENE 
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SCENE XI. 

Apart of the eafiU defimtd for the pryon of Kioes. 

SiEOEs ahne. 

I'm weary now of fuffering, cniel Gods ! 
Your anger longer : what to me avail 
My innocence and virtue ? While the loyal 
Remain depre&'d, the traitor is exalted. 
if thus AUrasa weighs the deeds of men. 
Or chance mud rule, or innocence is guilt. 



SCENE XII. 

Enter EuiRA. 

Em, [entering^ Aiaxes truly fpoke, my Siroes 

lives. 
Sir. Emira 1 fay, how haft thou gain'd admit- 
tance 
Amidft my rigorous guards ? 

Em. This royal Hgnet 
Procur'd me entrance. 

Sir. Whence didft thou receive it ? 
Em. From Cofroes' felf. 
Sir If to conclude my woes. 
My father choofes thee his minifter ; 

For 
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For fuch a death, to die by hand^ fo lov'd, 
I pardon all the malice of my fate. 
Em. Then hear and judge Emira ' - 



SCENE XIII. 

Enter Medabses. 

Med. [entering.'] Fear notj guards. 
The kir^ has fent me. 

Em. O ! ye Powers ! 

Med. Hydafpes 
Already here, and here without thy fword 
In my defence ? 

Em. But now, upon my entrance. 
The guards difarm'd me — ^Woidd to Heaven 

Araxes 
Were yet aniv'd ! \_a^^ looking out. 

Sir. And does Med^es come 
Again to infult me ? On what diftant fliore 
Can Siroes hide him from a fathlefs brother ? 

Med. Peace, orthoudiefi. [draws hisjward. 

Em. The guilty little fufFer 
In meeting death they wifh : fome moments Hill 
Sufpend the flroke : reflection then will fhew him 
Its utmoft horrors : I meantime may vent 
My hatred in reproaches : well you know 
He is my foe, that eveo within the palace 

His 
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His fword was drawn againft Hydafpes' life. 

Sir. Muil I endure all this ? 

Em. [qfide.'] O ! would to Heaven, 
Araxes were arriv'd ! \Jool'mg out. 

Sir. And can Hydafpes, 
Forgetting faith and friendftiip, join a traitor ? 

Med. Peace or thou dieft. 

Sir. Kill, kill me, cruel man ; 
The death were doubly welcome, that remov'd 
Such objeds now, fo painful to my fight. 

Med.^ Die then — my heart recoils. [afide. 

Em. [afide^ Help, mighty Gods ! 

Med. [afide."] I feel, I know not how, fomo 
fecret horror 
Unnerve my arm. 

Sir. Barbarian ! why this paufe ? 

Em. \a/ide.'\ And yet he comes not. 

\Jooiing out. 

Med. [a/ide."] What unmans me thus ? 

Em. [to Med.] Thy colour changes : to my 
hand refign 
The weapon, and by me (hall juftice pierce. 
His treacherous heart. Hydafpes can alona 
£xa6t revenge for thofe Iiis deeds have wrong'd. 

Med. There, ufe it in my flead. 

[gives the fuord to'E.m. 
Sir. 
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Sir. [to £m.] And am I then 
So hateful to thee ? 

Em. [to Sir.] Now, thou falfe-one, fee 
What hope for thy efcape^— Defend thyfclf. 
My deareft Siroes !— this (hall guard thy life. 

[delivers him the Jword. 

Med. What haft thou done, Hydafpcs ? Wilt 
thou thus 
Betray me, him who Crafts his all to thee ? 

Em. No! thou art deceiv'd; no longer I'm 
Hydafpc3 — 
Behold in me Emira. 

Sir. Ha! what means 
Emira now? 

Med. Ah I traitors ! at my voice 
The guards (hall feize on both. 

Sir. Peace or thou dieft. [threatens him. 

SCENE XIV. 

Enter Abaxbs, and Guards, 
Ar. Hafte, Siroes, hafte. 
Med. Defend thy lord, Araxes. 
Ar. Ara^s comes but in defence of Siroes. 
Med, Perfidious traitor ! \to Sir.] All Selucia 
yields 
To your command : th«n let us not delay. 

But 
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But with your prefenCe cbcer your fiuthftil fiiends. 
The p&Hage now is free ; and thefe I leave 
For your proteifUon : come and leam, my prince. 
What I till now have wrou^t for your d<li- 
TCiance. [Exit. Guardi r 



SCENE XV- 
SlROB^ Emuu, Mebabsh, Gaarda. 

Med. 0\ Heavens! aU, all for&ke mel 

Em. Let us go. 
My deareft Siroes, nor n^e<ft the good 
By favouring fortune given : pvufue my fteps. 
Behold the path that leads you to the throne. 

Sir. Is it then true, thou treafure of my foul. 
That thou no longer now art Siroes' foe ? 
What torture did I feel to think thee &lfe ? 

Em. And couldll thou ever doubt Emira'c 
truth? 

Sir. Forgive me, beft belov'd, but Siroes hvci 
A wretch fo hateful now to evtry ftar j 
What clfe might feem impoffible, if leagu'd 
Againft my peace, I can believe it all. 

Em. Think not thofe eyes (hall ever ceafe 

To mle Emira'fi htut j 
Nor think that I would wound diy peace. 

With wiles of femak art, 

I Thofe 
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Thofe eyes, whofe power could firft infplre 

Tlie flame my breaft xctaisa. 
Shall nourifh there the gentle fire. 

While vital bretth rdmuns. [£tx/. 



SCENE XYI, 
SisDBS, Mbdarses> Gvardt. 

Med. O ! Siroes, I confefs the rightfiil fete 
From which, in me, you have preferred a tnutor; 
And more, believe mc, I detefl: the guilt 
Than fear the punifliment. Afcend the throne. 
But firft, as here Iftand without defence. 
Cut Ihort this wretched being. 

Sir. Take thy fword : Qf «*« hisjieord. 

live ftill, in this embrace receive my pardon. 

Do thou, with better fiuth, rdlore 
A brother's love, Z aik no more, 

No more the pail review. 
Ej^>e<5l a purer peace of mind. 
Since now thy ioot, itom ill declin'd 

Shall honour's paths again purfue. 

\Exit. 



SCENE 
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SCENE XVI. 

Mbdabses alone. 

Alas ! I now by lad experience learn 
That innocence is flill the fureft guide. 
He who confides in guilt, fhould Fortune frown. 
Has nothing left ; but he who puts his truft 
In virtue, though deprefs'd with eveiy fuffering. 
Enjoys life's foreru^ Uefiing, peaqe of mind. 

A torrent foul that deeper grows. 

While wintry ftorms its waves fupply ; 
No longer fwell'd by melting Ihows, 
And mountain floods, more flowly flows. 
And leaves at length its channel dry. 

The purer llrcam, that from the Tcins 
Of porous earth derives it fource. 

Though fed no more by drenching rains. 

With waters purified from Haiia, 
Continues frill its gcule couife. 



by Google 



ACT III.] 



SCENE XVII. 



jI great /quart in Seleucia ; a vitTV of the royal 
palace, with tnagntficent freparations for the 
coronation 6f Mbdakses^ v}hich ere afterwards 
u/edfor tht coronation -of Sibogs. At the open- 
ing of the Jcene aji^vdfli appears between the 
infurgents and royal guards } the lajt are defeated 
and driven off. 

CosBOES and Emiea. with, drawn /words : Cos- 
roes defending himfelf againfifome of the con/pi 
rators ; he falls. 

Co/. I am not conquer'd yet. 
Em, Forbear, my friends, 
lliis ftroke is mine. [advancing on Cofroci. 



SCENE XVIII. 

Enter Siboes, his /word drawn. 

Sir. [interpofing.'] Emira, hold ! what doft 
thou ? 
Fear not, my father, Siroes b your guard. 

Em. O ! cruel fate I [afde, 

Cnf. And doft thou live, my fon ! 
Sir. I live, and live to die in your defence, 
Cof. And who preferv'd thy life. 

SCENE 
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SCENE XIX. 

Enter Abaxes andptoph. 

Ar. [m/erMf .] Twas I prefeiVd him. 
I wifh'd to free the prince^ yet keep my truth 
UnfhakeD to my king : your &ithfiil people 
Require no mwe. If Cotroes Ihould refufe 
To abfolve me for the paft, the power is hia 
To punifti my deceit. 

C^: O ! fair deceit ! 

SCENE LAST. 
Bnier Medaksbs, im/Laodicb. 

Med. My &ther. 

Xootj. O ! my king. 

Med. \knteh^ Behold Medarfes 
Now fues for pardon, or for punirtiment. 

tand, I too am guilty, and fubmiffive bend 
Before my judge : 'twas I that chiefly rais'd 
This cruel tempcft. 

Cof. Siroes is the offended. 

&r. Siroes forgets the offenders and the <^- 
fence ; 

And 
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And thou, Emin, calm at length thj anger. 
Ah ! think how ill the natnie of foe unites 
Widi her, the objetft of my foul's affedHon : 
IXimifs thy lore, or think no more of ven- 
geance. 

Em. I can refill no longer : fuch example 
Of godlike virtue from my breaft removes 
All fomier hatred, 

<^/. [to Eau] Henceforth let the throne 
With you fOT ever prove the feat of peace : 
Siroes ihall be your fp(»ife. 

Em.] 



g^'yOl happy day I 



Cof. Ferfia, behold your kii^ : from me the 
crown 
Shall pafs to Siroes' head. I gladly here 
Refign the chaige ; and he whofe earlieft yean 
Were fpent for you, fliaU better now fuAain, 
With vigOTOus youth, the burden of dominion. 



Chorus. 

The mai^ who knows that peace linccre 
Which warms the virtuous breaft. 

Forgets thofo palHons, rage and fi»r. 
The foes to mortal reft. 
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If nourini'd in the lap of grief. 

Our joys can vigour gwn ; 
This thought fliould give the wretch rdief : 

" That pleafure follows pun." 



END OP THB THIBD ACT. 
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PERSONS OF THE DRAMA. 

Rboulus. 

MA.NLIU3, the Conful. 

Attilia, Daughter to Regulus, 

PuBLius, Son to Regulus. 

LiciNius, Tribune of the People, in love with 
Attilia. 

Babce^ a noble Afiican Lady, a captive to Publics. 

Amtlcab, Ambailador from Carthage, In love 
with Babce. 

Scene, the Suburbs of Romb. 



Diqiiii^dbyGoogle 



R E G U L U S. 



A C T I. S C E N E I. 

CW/ yard of a faiace hehnging to Manlius, in 
the Jiiburbs of Rome; Sleps hading to his i^rt- 
mmts. 

Attilia, Licikius from the fie^s. lASors and 
PnpU. . 

He. My iiai Attilia I Heavens 1 I little thought 
To find the daughter of our Regulus 
A^dft the li£tors and Plebeian throngs. 

^tt. I wait the Conful's coming : I would teach 
him 
At leaft to blufli : 'tis now no time, licinius. 
For timorous forms : five tedious years my father 
Has groan'd in Africa a wretched captive : 
None feek to obtain his freedom ; I alone 
In Rome lament, and dwell upon his fufferings. 
If I Were filent, who woiild plead his caufe ? 

Im. Ah ! fpeak not thus unjufUy. Where is be 
Who does not figh for his return, and think 
All Afiic, if fttbdued* were little gain'd 

roL. HI. B Should 



Diqiiii^dbyGoogle 



342 RBGULtrs. {act I. 

Should fuch a^citizen be loft to Rome ? 
I fpeak not thus from partial ties to thee : 
He is thy father, whom my foul adores : 
Beneath his fight I leamM the ufe of armS, 
And all the Roman virtue that I boaft 
* He firft infpir'd. 

Att. And yet, alas ! I fee not 

lac. What could I fingly do ? 'Twas not the 
wifh 
Of blind ambition urg'd me to procure 
liie power of Tribune : no, by this I hop'd 
To give my purpofe weight : I now fhall call 
The geoeral people in the Tribune's nam&^ 

Ait. Refenre a neafure, bold as this, to apply 
'\Vhen all has elfe been tried : \xx us not wake 
Diflenfion 'twixt the people and the fenate : 
Thou know'ft too well the jealooiy in each 
Of foyereign power, by each in turn abus'd r 
What one demwids, the other Hill denies. 
A milder way remains. I know this inflant 
From Carthaga an ambaflador to Rome 
Is here expedted. In Bellona's temple 
The Fathers are aflembled to receive him j. 
And there the Conful may for Regulu* 
Propofe the ranfom. 

Iac. Manlius ? O ! remember 
He ever has oppos'd thy fath.er's counfels 
From earlieft years : to truft in him were vup. 

ManGuJ 
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Manlius his rival ? 

Ait. Manlius is a Roman, 
Nor will purfue his private enmity 
With power that llation gives him. Let me fpeak 
To Manlius tiril and hear him. 

lAc. Choofe at leaft 
Some other place to addrefs him : let not Manlius 
Find thee thus mingled with the vulgar herd, 

Jltt. Yes, I would have him fee me thus, and 
feel 
A confcious ibame, thus in the public hearing 
His audience give, and make me his reply. 

Lie. He comes. 

Alt, Depart, licinius. 

Inc. O I Attilia, 
Not one kind look ? 

Att. Remember, O I IJcixiius, 
I am a daughter, not a lover now. 

Iac. a daughter thou, indulge the cate 

A father's flate requires ; 
But ah ! forget not quite, my &ir. 

What ^thiiil love iofpires. 

Let no offence thy virtue take ; 

Attilia may ftirgive 
Her thoughts of him, who for her feke 

Alone can wifli to live. [Exit. 

& 2 SCENE 
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SCENE 11. 
Enter Manlius from his apartment. 

Ait. One moment, Manlius, ftay and hear me 
fpeak. 

Man. Is this a place, Attilia, fuits with thee ? 

uitt. It fuited not when I could boail a £tther 
Unconqucr'd and in freedom : now, alas I 
It fuits too well the daughter of a flave. 

Man,. And wherefore com*il thou "i 

Att. Wherefore am 1 come ? 
Ah ! fay how long, to evoy nation's wonder. 
To Rome's difgrace, has Regulus to languilh 
In ignominious bonds ? Swift pafs the days. 
The years arc heap'd on years, and none remember 
He lives in fcrvitude. What crime of his 
Has merited from Romans to incur 
Such bafe forgetfulnefs E Perhaps the love 
With which he priz'd his country's good beftwrc 
His children and himfelf ? His great, his juft, 
His uncorrupted heart ? Perhaps, in rank, 
Of high eiiatc, his noble poverty ? 
And is there one who breathes this common air 
Can Regulus forget ? What part of Rome 
Speaks not of him ? The public ways ? Through 

thefe 
He pafs'd in triumph once. The fbnim ? There 

He 
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He gave US wholefome laws. Tlie walls where now- 
The fenate meet ? His counfels there fiill oft 
Have plann'd the public fafety. Enter now 
The temples, Manlius ; mount the capitol; 
And iay who deck'd them with fuch foreign tro- 
phies ; 
Sicilian, Punic, Tarentinlan fpoils. 
Thefe very Udlors, that precede thee now. 
That conful's purple robe, thefe, thefe were once 
Beheld with Regulus — And now he's left 
To die in bonds, and nothing more remains 
To fpeak his virtues but Attilia's tears 
Here Ihed, and ihed in vain. — Alas ! my &ther. 
Ungrateful citizens ! imgrateful Rome ! 

Man. Juft is thy grief, Attilia, but unjuft 
Thy acculatioo ; fince with us the &te 
Of Regulus excites indeed compaflion : 
We know what impious treatment he receives 
From cruel Carth^ 

ji/f. 'Tis not Carthage merits 
The name of cruel : Carthage but opprefles 
An andent enemy^ while Rome forgets 
A ^thfiil citizen. The iirit remembers 
Her injuries from him, the laA has cancell'd 
His laboiu^ for her fake : the one revenges 
In him her fhame, the other perfecutes 
The man who twin*d the laurel round her brows. 
Then which of thefe is cruel, Rome or Carthage ? 
Man. 
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Man. What can we then to anil him ? 

Jltf. Let the Senate 
Now proffer to the ambaffador from Afric 
For him exchange or nuifora. 

Mjti. As a daughter 
Thou fpeak'ft, Attilia ; but with me it fits 
To aa as Conful. We muft firft debate 
If fuch propoM glorious be to Rome. 
He who has long inur'd his hands to ch^ns — 

ji/t. Whence haft thou, Manlius, learn'd thefe 
rig^d maxims? 

Man. From great examples ever prefent to me. 

jitt. Say rather, ManUus, thou halltomyfiuher 
Been ever oppofite. 

Man. Am I to blamo 
If he fubmitted to a (ham'd defeat ; 
If he remain'd a prifoner midft the foes i 

Att. Ere his defeat he gave ftdl many a proof— 

Man. The Senate now, Attilia, are ailembled, 
I can no longer flay. Infpire the reft 
With maxims Icfs fevere : thy vcnce perhaps 
May foften them and make my rigour vain : 
Manlius is conful, not a king in Rome. 

By thee my heart ia cruel deem'd. 

And fway'd by favage laws ; 
But grief is not a judge efteem'd 

Impartial in her caufe. 

I know 
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I know a daughter's anxious lore ; 
Yet no reproach to me, 
• If what fo many may approve, 

Is grief alone to thee ? [Exit. 



SCENE ni. 

Attilia aloite. 

Hicn nothing more remains for me to hope 
From either Conful : one is abfent hence. 
And one a foe. Then let us call in aid 
The fuffrage of the people— Haplefe father ! 
On what uncertMn turns muft now depend 
Thy liberty and life ? 

S C E N E IV. 
Enter Barcb ha^iljf. 

Bar, My dear Attilia ! 
Atrilia. 

jitt. Why this hafte ? 

Bar. The amballador. 
FromAfiic ia aniv'd. 

Att. Such tranfport fure 
Thefe tidings merit not. 

Bar. Others I bring 
Of &r taatn wc^ht. 

Jitt. 
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Aft. Speak, Buce, wlut aie diofe } 

Bar. With him is Regulus. 

Att. My &ther ! 

Bar. He : 
Hiy &ther. 

^//. Barce, O ! thou art deceiv'd. 
Or thou deceiv'ft AttiUa. 

Bar. I myfelf 
Beheld him not— but every one— 

Att. My Publius ! 

\hoking out /ees her hrothtr. 



SCENE V. 
&tter Publius. 

Puh. Fm wild with tranfport ! Regulus, my 
fifter. 
Is now in Rome. 

Att. OI Gods, what joyful found ! 
Condmft me to him— where, where is he, Publius ? 
O! letushafte. 

Pub. It is not yet the time : 
He, with the ambaifador from Carthage, wuts 
Admittance from the Senate. 

Alt. Where, my brother. 
Where didft thou fee him ? 

Pub. Well thou know'ft, as Quseftor, 

My 
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My "office is to welcome every cttvoy 
From foreign Hates. I heard the ambaflador 
Of Carthage was arrir'd, and towards the gate 
Advanced to meet him : when I thought to view 
A face unknown from AiHc, I beheld. 
With raptm-e I beheld, my lord, my father. 

Att. What fud he, and to him what Imd my 
Publius ? 

Pu^. Ere my arrival had he gun'd the fhore ; 
And filent on the Capitol, that part 
In prorpe<A rofe, he thoughtful fix'd his eyes. 
I Ciw, I knew him, cried, " My deareft fethcr 1" 
And fwiftly ran to kifs his honour'd hand. 
He heard, he tum'd, then backward drew hisftep. 
And with that look of awfiil majefty. 
With which he once made conquered A&ictremble, 
" In Rome" he fwd, " no captive is a fether." 
I would have anfwer'd, but abrupt he aik'd 
If yet the Senate met, and where their meeting. 
This heard, he to the temple bent his pace, — 
Nor fiirther fpoke. I flew to tell the Conful, 
Where (hall I And him ? I behold not here 
The attending lidtors. 

Bar. To Bdlona's temple 
He went but now. 

Att. Is Regulus retum'd 
To us a captive ? 

P«i. Yes, but well I know 

He 
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He brings the terms of peace, and that on him 
Depends hit delliny. 

Alt. Who knows from Rome 
If thefe will find acceptance ? 

Pub. Had'ft thou feen 
How Rome receiv'd him, never would thy breaft 
Have harboufd doubts like thefe. — ^AH, all, 

Attilia, 
An wild with joy : too narrow were the wayi 
To admit the fwarming throngs ; each pobiti to 

him 
With eager gaie : by what endearing titles 
I heard hith nam'd ! and O I what numben 

Tiew'd him. 
With eyes that moiilenM Aione with tender tears! 
What fight, Attilia, for a fon like me. 
jitt. Where, where is now Licinius ? Seek 

him, Publius, 
Not ihar'd with him, imperfeA is my joy. 

If I rejoice, let him rejoice. 
The deacefl objtifl of my chc^ce : 
As when, alas 1 I woes fuftfun. 
His bofom fhares with mine the pun. 

For ever happy may he prove 
The ties that bind his foul to love : 
Enough till now his faithfiil mind 
Has felt the pangs that lovan find. [£»/. 

SCENE 
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ACT I.} KBOVLUS. 2fil 

SCENE VI. 

p0BLICrS, BabOB. 

Pub. Farewell, my lovely Birce. 

Bar. Hear me yet j 
And know'ft thou not the name of him, who comes 
•Ambafliador from Cwthage ? 

Pub. Yes; he'scall'd 
Amilcar. 

Bar. Is he Hanno's fon ? 

Pub. The lame. 

Bar, [afide^ It is, it is my lore. 

Puh. Thy colour changes — 
What can this mean ? Perhaps from him proceeds 
Thy coldnefs {hewn to Publius. 

Bar. Sir, from you 
And from Attilia, have I proved fucb goodnefs^ 
As never yet to feel a captive's chiuns : 
And O ! 'twov moft ungratefril to dccove you. 
Fennit me to difclofe my inmdi heart : 
Know then 

Pub. Be iilent : I too well forcfee 
Thy candour wiH be fatal : "midft the draught 
Of this day's joy, ah! mix not deadly poifon. 
If thou art vow'd another's ; let me ftill 
Remain at leaft uncert^n of my hxs. 

If 
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If now fomc happier objeil dwell 

In Barce's gende mind. 
Let not thy lips, my fair-one, tell 

The truth I dread to find. 

Though dire fufpicion, rankling Hill, 

Can damp the pureft joy. 
Yet certainty of greater ill 

Mufi every hope delhoy. [£mV. 

SCENE Vli. 
Barcb alone. 

h it then true that I fo foon fhall fee 
TTie man I bve ? The firft, the only objeift 
For which I knew afFeffion ? — O ! my heart ! 
How wilt thou feel before Amilcar's prefence, 
When now thou trembleil but to hear his name ? 

She only knows, who long has moumM, 

When truly to rgoice ; 
Who fees ^ain from fer retum'd 

The obje^ of her choice. 

From flowing tears and heaving fighs. 

That hours of grief employ. 
Remembrance then the thought fupplits 

That turns to prefent joy. [Esif. 

SCENE 
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SCENE vni. 

In^Je of fhe tempie of Bellona, feats for the Ro- 
man Senators and for the jimbaffadort of foreign 
States. LiSors guarding thefeveral entrances f 
the teazle { a view of the Capitol and the Tiber. 

Manlius, Publius, Senators. 
Mm. Let Regulus appear and with him bring 
The ambafHidor from Afric : — Do the ibes 
Hien afk for peace ? [to PubUui. 

Pub. At leaft they afk to make 
Exchange of prifonera ; aoA to Regulus 
Have given in charge to obtain it from the Senate. 
If nothing he obtun^ his ^th is pUgfated 
For his return to Carthage, with his blood 
To anfner Rome's refulal. This he fwore. 
And, ere he parted, iaw the preparation 
(A dreadful objedt ! ) for his threatened death. 
Ah ! let it ne'er be laid that to endure 
Such.puniniment, a citizen like this-. — 

Man. No more— he comes, [the G>tfftd, 

Publius and all the Senators take their 
places : a place remains vacant next the 
Cenful, formerly occupied b^Rcgaim. Re- 
gulus and Amilcar pajs between the Lie- 
tors, who c^en their ra?th to receive them, 
and clofe again after thty are paffed. 
R^ulus on entering the Temple, flops 
1 for afiort time in a thoughtfui attitude. 

SCENE 
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SCENE IX. 

ManliuSj Publics, Senators, Regulds, 
Amilcab. 

j1>nil. [afide to Reg.] Why, Regulus, this 
paufe ? 
Say, b this place to thee fo new an objed ? 
■ Reg. [to Amil.] I think what hcBoe I went, aod 
what return. - ' 

Jml {addrtjjlng the ConfiiL'] The Sroators of 
Carthage, who defire 
To flieatbe the flaughtering fword hare feht by me 
Their greeting to the Scnatow of &>me : 
If Rome defire a peace, they fend it now. 
Man. Sit then and fpeak their purpofe. 

[Anjil. Jtts. 
{to Reg.] Regidus, 
Approach, and re-aflume thine ancient feat 
Reg. Firft tell me, who are thefc ? 
Man. The confcript Fathers. 
Reg. And who art thou ? 
Mm. Doft diou fo Utde know 
TbeConfulManhus? 

R^. TeU me t with die ConTul 
And reveiettd Fathers fhall a fUye haw place ? 
Man. No ! bnt for thee the rigour qf her laws 
a Rome 
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ACT I.] JLBaULDI. ^59 

Rome now forgets ; £01 thee, to whom flic owes 
Such numeiotu tnumphs. 

Reg. But if Rome foi^et, 
I bear them here engrav'd. 

Maru [afide,'} Whoe'er beheld 
Such rigid virtue ? 

Pub. Nor can Publius novf 
Be feated longer here. C''^'' 

Reg. What doll thou, Publius » 

Pulf. I but fiilfill my duty : if the father 
Refide a feat, it liu the Son to rife. 

Reg. Are ihen the manners now fo chang'd in 
Home ? 
Before I feil'd for Afric, 'twas a crime. 
In public cares, to think of private duties. 

P«J. But yet — 

Reg. Sit, Publius, lit, and learn henceforth 
To fill thy place more nobly. 

Pub. Such refpeft 
Sure nature juftly claims before a father. 

R^. When he was vanquilh'd, then liiy fethcr 
died. 

Man. Now let Amilcar rpeak. [Publius ^/f. 

j^mil. To Regulos 
Has Carthage given in truft to make to Rome 
Her wiihes known : v/hM he fhall fpeak, is fiiokeii 
By me and Carthage. 

Man. 
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Man. Regolus then fpeak. 

Amil. \afide to Reg.] Remember now if aa- 
thing thou obtain 
Thou then haft fwom— - 

Rtg. [to him.'] What Regulus has fwom 
HefhaUfuIfiU. 

Man. \«Jide.'\ His Hfe is now at ftake. 
What words will he employ ? 

Puh. [ajide.] Ye Gods of Rome ! 
Do you infpirc his lips with eloquence. 

Reg. The Cartha^nian foe» on this condidon. 
That all he holds be now confirro'dhis own^ 
Of you, O ! confcript Fathers, aOu a peace. 
If peace be will'd not, he at leaft demands 
A fiill exchange, on either fide, to end 
The mournful exile of your mutual actives : 
My counfel is on thefe — rejeil them both, 

uimil. {ajide.] What do I hear? 

Pub. [ajide.'] Alas! 

Man. {afde.'\ Vm mute with wonder. 

Reg. I Ihall not labour here to explain the erilt 
Attendant upon peace : but if the foe 
So much defire to treaty it ai^ues fear. 

Man. But then th* exchange ? 

Reg. Th* exchange conceals defigni 
To you more dangerous— — 

Jml. [a/SJe to Reg.] Regulus, remember. 
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ACT I.] JLBODLUB. 357 

Reg. \to him.l .What Regulus has fwom he 
ibaU fulfill. 

Puh. [qfide.'] O! Heavens I my Other's IqH. 

Reg. Th* ex.chaiig£ propos'd 
Ijicludes a thouiand mif^hiefs ; but th* example 
Is more pernicious. Farewell, Fathers, then 
To Rome's high honours, valour, conftancy. 
And military virtue, if the coward 
May hope to efcape with liberty and life. 
What profits Rome that hb to Rome returns 
Who bears upon his back the marks of fliame. 
The fervile fcoui^c ? Who living left his arms 
Unftain'd with hoftile blood, and bafely chofe. 
Through fear of death, to meet the vigor's fcOTi^ ? 
O ! ft^ne, eternal ihamc I 

Man. Whate'er th' exchange 
May prove, the good of Regulus alone 
Compenfates every evil. 

Reg. Manlius, no : 
Thou art deceiv'd, for Regulus is mortal. 
I feel already the decays of ^, 
And litde now can I avail to Rome : 
But much thofe vigorous youths, for pie ex- 

, chang'd. 
Will Arengthen Carthage : be not then lb blinde4 
Againfl yourfelves, I to my country gave 
My bed of days, and to the foe I give 
The ufele& remnant : let him poorly triumph 
To fee an old man die ; but let him fee 

VOL. III. 8 Hu 
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His tnumph vab, when hat in crety put, 
A. Rcgulus ihall rife to bleed for Rome. 

Man. [a/d$.'] 0nhcanl-of fortitude ! 

Pull, [afide-l O ! fatal courage \ 

Amih [afide.} What fentimcnts, till now to me 
unknown 1 

Man. We muft not merely weigh what ferres 
the ftatc, 
But weigh, with fcrvice done, the Roman honour; 
And furely Rome caji ne'er with honour prove 
Ungrateful te a citizen Idee tbee. 

fUg. Wo»dd Rome fee ffa|e(ul to me, Regulnj 
Shall point Uie way to fbcw her gratitude. 
Thefe rude barbarians, Fadiflrs, 'dar''d to tiuak 
My foul fo bafe, that abjeft fear of death 
Might fend me here with purpofe to betray yon. 
This thought alone exceeds the fliarpeft pangs 
That tyrants can infii(?t— Revenge me, Fathers— 
I was a Roman once — Arm, arm with Ipeed, 
And from their temples fnatch the imprifoa'd 

eaglesj 
Nor flieathe your weapons, till this rival power 
Be cmih'd for ever ! Let me, when return'd, 
Even in the fece of ray tormentors read 
The dread of your refentment : gladly then 
I perifli ; in my lateft hour, to fee 
How Aftic trembles at the Roman name. 

Amii. [afidt.'] My indignation now is loft in 

wonder. 

Pub. 
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ACT I.] KEGULUS. QSp 

Puh [aJJe.'] None anfwer, O ! yc Powers ! 

ALm, So great a queftion 
Demands maturell counfel. We mull give 
Some rime to recolletft our thoughts, opprefe'd 
With juft aflonifhment. Thou foon, Amilcar, 
Shalt know the Senate's will : but firft the Fathers 
Will to the temples go, with pious vows 
Xo isToke the Gods. [he rlfesy and all rf/e at 

tft€ fame time, 

Reg. And is there yet a doubt ? 

Man. Yes, Regulus, I fee not if the peril 
Be greater to neglet^ fuch weighty counfel ; 
Or greater peril, in puriiiing that. 
To lofe the man irom whom fuch counfel came. 

Thou great defpifer of thy deadi, 
Canft for thy country yield thy breath ; 
Thy country, doom'd fuch death to fee. 
Mull mourn her noblell fon in thee. 

Thou calmly fcek'ft for her to die. 
And iervc her at a price too high ; 
Since rarely Heaven on man below 
Will virtue great as thine beflow. 

[£jhV, followed hy the ScTiatars and tJSoru 



SCENE 



Diqiiii^dbyGoogle 



[act 



SCENE X. 
Reguli's, Pl'blius, Amilcak. 

jimjl. Docs Regulm thus keep bis plighted 
feith? 

Re^. My word was plighted to return to Car- 
thage; 
My word fhall be ftilfiird. 

^imil. Birt yet— — 

SCENE XI. 

Enter Attilia atid LiciNius. 

j^/t. My father ! 
Uc. My lord ! 

\aUen/piing to hijs Ms hand, 
Rfg. Away. 
The. Gods be prais'd I have not yet my freedom. 
jitt. Is then the exchange refus'd ? 
Reg. Conduct us, Fublius, 
To that abode, prcfcrib'd by Roman laws 
For me and for Amilcar. 
Pub. Wilt thou not 

Revifu 
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ACT 1.] REGDLUS, ^1 

Revifit now thy own paternal Lares, 
Thine ancient feat ? 

Reg. No hoftile meflenger 
Muft enter Rome. 

Uc. This too fevere decree 
Is not for Regulus. 

Reg. But fuch decree. 
If not for all, were partial tyranny. 

jilt. At leaft permit, where'er thou gocft, my 
father, 
Permit me to attend thee. 

Reg. No, Attilia, 
The prefent time demands far other thoughts 
Than th&fe a daughter and a father feel. 

Att. Why art thou chang'd from what I knew 

my fether ? 
Reg. My fate is chang'd, but R^ulus the fame. 

With laurel wreath'd, or bound in ch^ns, 

I bear a foul refign'd : 
The thraldom that my limbs reftrains, . 

In freedom leaves my mind. 

In various forms my virtue flill. 
Through every change of flate. 
Can combat, with unfhaken will, 
Tlie rigorous turns of fate. 

[Exit t followed by Publius, 
Licinius and feople. 

SCENE 
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SCENE XII. 

Attilia m fuffenfey Ahilcab gomgi Babcb 

enttfvtg. 

Bar. Anulcar. 

jfmii Ah ! my Barce. [«/«oin^.] Thouagjun? 
Thou art loft to me, fince Rcgulus dUTiiades 
The Senate from th' exchange. 

^'*-| O ! Heavenly Powers ! 

jlatil. Fvewell, my love, I muft attend on 
Publius. 
O \ I have much t<> tell thee. 
Bar. Yet thou'rt filent. 

jimil. If ftiH thou lov'ft, thy lover's nund 

Thou canft not vainjy fwlc ; 
Thou in thefe eyes the thoughts wilt find 

My tongue deiues to fpeak : 

Since I, who caught from thee th© fires 

That in my bo£bm glow. 
Can from a figh thy lip re^es, 

A thouland fccrets know. 

[Exit. 
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ACT !■] aSGULUS. t63 

SCENE XHt 
AaYEiLiA, Basce. 

^tf. Ah r who would thu» iurvt fear'd ? My 
father, Barce, 
Confpires ^ainft himfelf. 

Bar. But ftiould the Senate 
As yet determine not ; for thee, Attdia-, 
There much rcmiunsto hope. Go hence, employ 
Each power of fpeech, before the Pathera meet 
To new debate. *Tis now the time to adc^t 
Whatever art or eloquence can do : 
The love of hit ailbciatcs, and the &ith 
Of bofom friends ; Go :—— every where implore 
The fuflrage of the Romans to thy aid, 

^tt. All ihall be tried,, but little is my hope. . 

But late i feemM in port to lie, 
"With waters finooth and cloodWa Iky ; 
When fiercely now the tempeft fweeps 
And bears me helplefs to the deeps. 

. To tremble now can fcarce be (hame : 
I merit pity more than blame. 
If midft a ftorm To cruel toll. 
In black defpair my hopes are loH;. 

[Exif. 

SCENE 



Diqilii^dbyGoOgle 



ttu 



SCENE XIV- 
Babcb alone. 

Alas ! what haplels defiiny is mine, 
tfoace again, without me, fhould Anulcaf 
Betum to Carthage I — at the thought alone 
i feel otiyfclf— no, rather let me hope — 
The unhappy evei find a time to mourn : 
From folly, not from wifdom, mortals fcek. 
■ With cruel art to look fw future woes. 

The ideas fram'd of dlftant ill 

Which tiniorous fency drew. 
We find, by fage experience, lUIl 

More punful than the true. 

Who rafiily figures in his mind 

Some tmfchief to deplore. 
Is certun then a pang to find 

That doubtfiil was before. [£»'/• 



END OP THE FIBST ACT. 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 

AfartmenU •within view (^ Rome, in a palace of 
the faburbs appointed for the refidence of the 
Carthaginian amhajfadors. 

Regulus, Publius. 

Reg, How ! Publius here ? The glory now of 
Rome, 
Thy father's honour and the public peace 
Are in debate ; then fay, what means my fon 
Thou iart not in the fenate ? 

Pjih. Pardon, fir. 
As yet they're not aflembled. 

Reg* Go--delay not ; 
Support my counfel firmly with the Fathers, 
And prove thyfelf deferving of thy race. 

Puh. How ! would you have me then empby 
the means 
To bring deflru£lion on you ? 

Rsg, That to me 
Is not deflru6Uon which can ferve my country. 

Puh. O ! yet, my lord, have pity On yourfclf. 

Reg. And think'ft thou, Publius, that my mind 
is now 
By freniy urg'd ? Believ'ft thou I alone. 

Of 
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Of all mankind, am batefiil to myfdf ? 
O ! no— thou art deceiv'd : like each that lives, 
I would fecure the good and (hun the evil. 
But know the h& I only find ia guilt. 
The firil in virtue. Guilt it were to gain 
My freedom with t^ foffenngs o( my country ; 
Hence life and freedom are to me an evil. 
Tis virtue with our blood to ferve our conatry ; 
Hence fervitude and death to me are good. 

Puh. Our country ftill 

Rfg. Our country is a whole 
Of which we form the part. Tis criminal 
In one that bears the name of citizen. 
To weigh his private weal diflinfl from hen. 
By him is nothing to be wifti'd or ftiunn'd 
But what may harm or benefit that country. 
To which he owes his all. Whene'er he toils. 
Or flieds his blood to ferve her, from himfdf 
He nothing gives, but only rtndcrs back 
What he from her receiv'd. She gave him birth 
And, oouriflimeiH : (he rear'd hid in&m yeacs 
To ripen'd manhood ; with her Isws protects 
From home-bred fpo^ers ; with her anns defends 
From foreign infults : fhe on him be^ws 
Name, rank and honours : ihe rewards his mcrit^ 
And vindicates bis wrongs : a tender mother. 
She labours to procure him all the happinefs 
Whkh earth can yield. But bleflings fuch as thefe 

Tis 
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ACT II.} itseubvs. 3ff7 

*Tis true muft have tkc^ cl^m% aad who rejefls 

them 
MuA give up tvtsy title to the advantage 
Of law and fbcial comps6l : let him ficdk 
The inhofpitable ^nroods, there feed contented 
On fcanty acoms in fome fordid ftye. 
And at his will enjc^ a life of freedom, 

Puh. Your words, with reverence heard, con- 
vince my reafon. 
But cannot touch my heart ; and nature flmnks 
To do your bidding. I am ftill a fon. 
And nevcx can forget it. 

Reg. Weak excnfc 
For one a Roman bom. There have been Stthers— 
Vii^;inius, Manlios, Bsntus— 

i*ii*. O! 'tis true — — 
But fortitude like theirs has found example 
In fathers only : Rome has never yet . 
Froduc*d a fon to iaciifice his parent. 

£1!;^. Then, PubUus, thou afpire to ftand the 
firft 
And glorious pattern to fucceeding fons. 
— Away. 

Pui. Yet hear— 
Reg. No more. I wut firam thee 
The tidings of my fate. 

Pui. You alk too much 
From me, O ! fir, too much; 

6 Reg, 
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Reg. Say, would'ft thou have me 
A flranger or a father ? If a flrai^cr, 
Neg^eA not then the good of Rome for mine ; 
And if a father, Publius, then refpe^ 
My will and leave me. 

Pub. Could a father fee 
Th' emotions of my heart he then might claim 
Lefs rigid duties. 

Reg. From thy heart he claims 
The proofs of conflancy and not of love. 

Pub. Ah ! would'ft thou prove me, fether, fay 

What proof ftialt I bellow ? 
Before thy feet my life I lay. 

For thee my blood ihall flow. 

But that a Ton fhould now appear 

A parent's life to feek ; 
Forgive me, mighty fire, if here 

I find my virtue weak. [Eidt. 

SCENE II. 

Regulus alone. 

The important hour is nigh, and much I fear 
The fathers yet may pauf© — O ! hear me now. 
Ye guardian Gods of Rome \ Infpire thdr fouls 
With nobler thoughts. 

SCENE 
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ACT II.] UtGTrLUl. 3^ 

S C E N E IIL 
EiUer Mamlios. 

Man. [fpeaks as enter/rtg.'] The llflors may re- 
mun 
To guard the entrance, and let none prefume 
To come dim far. 

Reg. [aJJe, feeing Man.] Manlius \ what means 
he here ? 

Man. Ah I let me prefs thee to my eager bofom, 
E^ahed hero ! 

Reg. Think what thou would'ft do ; 
A conful fure 

Man. I am not, Rcgulus, 
A conful now : I here am only one 
That venerates tliy fortitude and virtue. 
And bums with emulation ; owns himfelf 
By thee fubdued, and here confeffing all 
His ancient enmity to thee unjuft. 
Now fues to knit with thine his band in friendlbip. 

Beg. Such is the wonted Arain of noble minds. 
The ftormy wind upon the proftrate tree 
Or blows no more, or lifts it from the ground. 
*Tis to my happy flavery I owe 
A friend fo gain'd in thee, 

Man. 'Tis true, thy fortune 

Has 
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Has Hiewn me what thou art ; uid ne'er thefe eyes 
Beheld thee fo majeftic as in chuns. 
Oft hare I feen thee from the fo«s of Rome 
Return a vi£lor : now thou art rctum'd 
A greater victor o'er tfayfelf md Fortune. 
Thy laurels raised my envy, but thy chains 
Excite refpedt. I own that Regulus 
Then feem'd a hero, now he feems a God. 
Reg. Enough, enough, O ! Manlius, pniTe be- 
• ftow*d 
By fuch a lip might (hake the iirmeft virtue : 
Believe me gratefiil then, that Manlius deigns 
To honour with his love my laft of days. 

Man. Thy lafi of days ! I mean to Uve thee llill 
Long, long to blefs diy country ; and have ia- 

bour'd 
For thee my utmoH-, that tV exchange prapos'd 
May meet the general fuffiage. 
Reg. 'IJf^urhd.'] Is it thus 
That Manlius has begun to prove his friendfliip } 
What could'il thou more had lUlI thy liate putfued 
me? 

t thou wilt rob me thus of all the fruit 

1 hop'd from fhame. I am not here in Rome 
To Ihc* my chiuns and to excite her pity : 

I come to fave her fitmi a fatal rifk ; 
The ri£k of liftening to infidious terms. 
If thou canft give no other pledge of love. 

Return 
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Return agun to Imte me. 

Man. But th' exchange 
Rejected feals thy death. 

Reg. Is then the name . 
Of death fo dreadiiil in the ears of Manlius i 
i need not now be told tjut I tm mort&l : 
The foe can only take from Reguhu 
What nMDie {ben will daim ; and that winch ntfW 
Would be a willing gift mnfl then become 
A certain tribute : kt toe teach the world 
That ReguluB has liv'd but for his country ; 
And when his life has reach'd its fated clofe. 
At leaft can make liis death of ufe to Rome. 

Man, O ^limoua fentwbwt; ! O ! iiappy foil 
Produciag (itieh a £» J Ah 1 who could e>r 
With-fadd from ^aet hi4 love Y 

Reg. If tbou win love me. 
Then love me as a Roman : thefe alone 
Our terms of friendfhip : let us offer each 
To Rome his ready vi6tim ; I my life. 
And thou thy friend ; fince 'tis but juft thy virtue 
Should make fome offering to thy country's good. 
Go then — but prpBufe to fuppott my counfel 
Amidft the Senate. On this fole condition 
I here accept the fiienafhip Manlius gives. 

Say then . 

Man. [after a faufe.'] It fliall be fo — I plight 
my ^th. 

Reg. 
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273 BBOULUi. [act II. 

Reg. In Manlius for my friend I here embrace 
A gift from favouring Heaven. 

JWim. Why am not I 
Thus honour'd with the weight of chuns like 
thine? 

Reg. Let us not lofe the time. The confcripc 
Fathen 
Perhaps are met. Remember, to thy truth 
I truft my country's fame, my peace and honour. 

Man. Farewell, our Tiber's glory ! 

Reg, Friend, farewell. [they embrace. 

Man. What flame of glory now I feel 
While thus thy voice with virtuous zeal 

The patriot's godlike name maintaiiu ! 
The wretch, howe'er debas'd widi fear, 
Infpir'd anew fuch words to hear. 

Would give a kingdom for thy chains. 

SCENE IV, 

Enter LiciNiDS. 

. ^'S- \}° ^'"'/^If-^ I now begin to breathe ; pT^. 

pitious Heaven 
Sure feconds my defigns. 
Lie. [to Reg.] At length I comi; 

T« 
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To address thee once ag^ wi^ bAtter otocm. 

^g. And whence thy joy, Ljciniua t 

lac. In my heart 
The hapf»efi h(^«a levive, Fop thfe till qow 
I've cv«ry roeaoA ef&y'd. 

Ar^ . For mi^ lidnii;* ? 

I4e, For diee ; and doft thou, at a time Kfcethis, 
Believt thy goodniefs left to my remembrance } 

! no^-'ti3 ever prricat : thou to nie 
Wert patron, generql, fttber. Firft by theis 
My fee* vr«n» gQidfid thm^h tbt paths of hoqanc t 
Thou gav'ft ^«, firw— ^ 

Afg". [/OTjjfl/;«/^,] But fay, iij my bf half 
What haft thou done ? 
JUp. Thy life wd liberty 

1 have defended, 

Heg- yifiarbtd^ Say'fl thou ? 

Z/f . At the entraijce 
I wuted near the tcmj^, where the ScnaM 
Are now affwibled, Singly, as they pafs'd, 
I urgM the Fathers, and uifpit'd iq each 
The wifli to ferve thee. 

Rtg. [a^-'] Gods ! what do I hear ? 
^to lac,] And h^ thou thcnr^ 

fJc. Not I alone have labour*4 * 
Jjtt me not take the praiie another claims t 
"yU true I've pleaded for thee— but Attilis 

VOL. Ill, T HiW 
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Has £ir out-gone Licintus. 

Reg. Who ? 

JJc. Atdlia. 
In Rome no daughter better loves a Jather. 
O I how fhe fpoke ; what eloquence difplay'd 
To wake the tendered feelings t How ftie blended 
Her grief, with modefly ! and how employ'd. 
In every form, reproaches, prayers and [mule ! 

lUg. What faid the Fathere ? 

Lie. When Attilia ftied, 
Who could rcfift ? — Behold, fhe comes : obferve 
What kindling joy in every feature (miles. 

SCENE V. 
Enter Attilia. 
^/t. At length, my dearefi £uher— 
^S- i/everefy.'] Hafl thou dar^d 
Again to fee me ? Ah ! I Uttle thought. 
Till now, to find thee leagued amongft my foes. 
Jtt. Who I thy foe, my father ! 
Reg. Are not they 
My foes who raftily ftiall oppofe my counfels ? 

ji/t. Alas ! is then my pious wifh to fare thee 
A proof of enmity ? 

Reg. And know*ft thou then 
What fares me,' or deftroys ? Who call'd on thee 

T» 
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ACT 11.] HEGULUS. 375 

To take a fliare in bufinefs of the ftate ? 
Who made thee guardian of my deftiny ? 
And whence—— 

Lie. O ! fir, too far — 

Reg. And fpeaks licinins ? 
His filence beft woiild plead in his defence. 
As that might feem repentance — Mighty God« ! 
A daughter, and a Roman 1 — 

Alt. As a daughter 
I deem'd, my lord 

Iac. And as a Roman, I 
BeUev'd that thus to avert thy cruel fate— 

Reg. Be iilent — ^I no Roman deem 
The daflard advocate for fhame ; 

Be filent : mine I ne*er efteem 

A child who flains the Roman name, 

'Tis now from you alone I find 
An anxious thought in gaUing clmns ; 

lis now by you alone my mind, 
AmidA my freedom loft, compluns. \Exi(. 



SCENE VI. 

Attilia, Licinius. 

Att. Tell me, Licinius, doll thou think a maid 
Was ever bom more wretched than Attilia ? 

T 2 To 
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To love like me a father j to purfue 

Alt means to fare him ; for his lake to feel 

A heart transfix'd with anguifti ; thefe were virtue 

In others, but in me are deem'd a crime. 

Lie. Take comfort, my Attilia, nor repent 
Thy piovs work. One duty calls on us. 
On Regulus another : if to him 
Contempt of life is glory, 'twould in us 
Be impious not to favc him : thou fhalt fee 
He will be grateful : let not then his anger 
Diftrefs thy gentle foul. The fick man oft 
The fage phyfician blames, and cruel calls 
The friendly hand that minifters his cure. 

^/t. His keen reproaches pierce me to the heartj 
My courage ihrinks before them. 

Lie. Tell me then 
Would you, for thefe, confent to lofe a father ? 

u4/i. O ! no, dill let him chide, but let him live. 

Lie. Believe me, he ihall live — Ah ! ceafe to 
weep. 
And be thofe lovely eyes again ferene : 
To fee thee mourn diflblvcs my firmeft temper. 

On you, ye gentle flars of love, 

Depends a lover's fate : 
Too well your ruling power I prove i 
At will you everj' paffion move. 

And every charge create, 

6 Wlien 
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-ACT II.] KECUL08. ^ITJ 

When you with pleafure kindle bright 

My kindling fpirits rife ; 
But when a cloud obfcurcs your light. 

With you my courage dies. [£*//. 



SCENE VII. 
AXTILIA ahtu. 

Alas ! 'tis all too true : no bounds are let 
To Fomine'B frowns or fmiles : with lavifh hand 
Her gifts (he fcatters ; and Ihe heaps affiidlion 
Beyond a mortal's fuii«nuice. I, alas ! 
Am now the haplefs obje«£t of her anger. 
I fee the ikies around me veil'd in clouds. 
And who can tell what tempers they conceal ? 

If other boha you now prepare. 
Ye adverfe powers, my breaft I bare ; 
On me your judgment I invoke. 
But lave my father from the frroke. 

Refpe<El, in that unOiaken mind> 
An image of your heavenly kind ; 
And leave to us a pattern here 
Of one who knows not gvult or fear. [£*■/'/. 



SCENE 
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SCENE vin. 

A gallery in the fame palace. 

Regulus alone. 

Why doft thou throb, my heart, and whence 
th' emotions 
Till now to thee unknown ? Thou haft defied 
The fage of feas, the dangers of the field, 
With all the monfters bred on Airic's ftril ; 
And now thou tremblcfl in the bare expectance 
Of what thy iaXt determines. Thou indeed 
Haft caufe for fear : till now was ne'er thy glory 
ExposM to peril thus. Yet fay, ye Powers, 
What is this glory ? But a tyrant-paffion, 
Which, like each rebel pailvHi of the foul. 
Our reafon muft fubdue ? O ! no— fuch langua^ 
Befits the daflard : he in vun was born 
Who lives but for himfelf : 'tis^lory teaches 
To hold another's good beyond our own. 
Whatever on earth is priz'd to this we owe : 
This lifts our nature from the fervilc ftate 
Where men would ruft without the fenfe of honour : 
This blunts the fting of pain ; from danger takes 
The fenfe of fear ; ftrips death of every terror [ 
Enlarges kingdoms ; gives to cities fafcty ; 
Can favage cuftoms change to gentle manners. 
And teach mankind to imitate the Gods. 
By this — Ha ! Pubiius comes— he feems to tread 
1 With 
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ACT II.] BEGULDS. 279 

With timid fteps— What bring'ft thou ? Has the 

fenate 
As yet decided i What is now my fate ? 

SCENE IX. 

Enter Fublius. 

Pui. O ! fir— what tidings for a fon to utter 1 

■ Reg. Why art thou filent ? 

Pui. Would to Heaven my tongue 
Were dumb for ever I 

Reg. Tell me » 

Puh. Every offer 
The Senate have rcje^ed. 

Reg. Then at length 
The lu4>py Roman genius has prevail'd. 
Thanks to the Gods ! I have not liVd in vain. 
Go— feek Amilcar : nothing more u wanting ; 
The work-is now complete. We muft depart. 

Pub.' Unhappy fether ! 

Reg. Call'il thou hini unhappy. 
Who at his latefl hour can ferve lus country ? 

Pub. I love my country : I lament thy bondage. 

Reg. Each has his bonds, fince life is fervitude; 
He that laments, let him lament the &te 
Of every one that's bom, not, Publius, mine. 

PtA. 
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Puh, The nge of duefe birlMnAni, O! tnf !>• 

thcr. 
Will fecrilice thy life- 

Rej. And end my fUveryt 
ti'arewell — but let me oow depart «lone< 

Puh. And can you then refiife from me, my 

father, 
Ihe loA iad offices of filial love } 
. Big' For thee I've other duties. Whilft I haftefl 
^or my departure, thou reauin to keep 
Difconfolate Attilia from my iaght. 
Her grief would damp my triumph : ever duteous 
To me has been her love : ftiould now her forrows 
Exceed the bounds, bear, Fublius, trith her weak- 

nefs. 
We liluft not from her natufe hope to find 
A manly fortitude t do thou «dTi& her : . 
Let thy example deadi Jier that {ubmiffion 
The great occaTion claims : tUied, oonftde iicri 
FuHil to her the office c£a father. 
To tJKe i trail a dsiughter, and to thee 
I trull thyfelf, my Pubiw ! Let me hope— 
But O I I fee that nature flruggles in thee — 
I deem'd thy foul more conJlant< Have tny 

thoughts 
been then deceiv'd ? — No, PuMius, thou art ftill 
The Ibn of Regolus, the ion of Rome. 

Be 
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fie ne'er thofe pleafing boltes dcceiT'd, 
Which from thy early years I dr«w : 

The deeds by patriot fouls achiev'd 
With emulation now purfue. 

O ! let me leave in thee an heir 

That well his father's love may claim ; 

Nor ever give this check to wear, 
(Remembering ihee) the blufh of ffaame. 
[Exit. 

SCENE X. 

PuBLius ahrte. 

Take coinage, Fabtiiu. Thoi^ thy tdk be 

dreadful 
Thou muft fiibdue thyfelf t thy blood demands it ^ 
The blood of Regulus : his great example 
Before thy eyes now loudly calls upon thee. 
Thy heart, that yielded firft to nature's impuUe, 
Muft aS: more firmly : imitate a &ther. 
And make amends for aU thy former weaknefs. 

SCENE XI. 
Enter Attiwa and Bahce. 
j^/f. Is it then true, my brother- 
Air. Publius, fpeak. 
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PiA, It ii mod true : the Seoite have decided. 
And Regulus departs. 
An. O Heaven ! 
Bar. What fay'ft thou ? 
Att. Have all alike betray'd me \ 
Bar. Is there then— ^ 
Pui. Now nought avails. 
Bar. Have pity — O ! Amilcar ! [fees Amil. 

SCENE xn. 

Enter Amilcab and LiciNttJs. 

Amil. [to Bar.] There is no longer hope. 

He. [/(.Att.] AU, aU is loft! 

At/. Where> where is Regulus ? With him at 
leaft 
Attilia will depart. 

P«3. Forbear : thb grief 
Will but offend thy father. 

Att. Hope not, Publius, 
To keep me longer here. 

PuB. I hope, Attilia, 
At length will yield to reafon, and remember 
To her 'tis not permitted-^^ 

Att. 1 remember 

This, 
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ACT II.] BEOVLVS. 283 

This, this aloae — Attilia U a dav^to^— 
. — ^Leare me. 

Pui. I mud not leave thee. 

^ft. But my &ther 
Meantime departs. 

Puh. Fear not he will depart 
While here Amilcar iUys. 

jift. Alas ! who now 
WUl give me aid or counfel ? Speak^ Amilcar. 

^mil. Between contending paflions I am loft. 

jiit. What lays Licimus ? 
■ Lie. From the fudden ftroke 
I fcarce can breathe. 

jitt. O! Publius. 

Puh. O! my fitter. 
Exert thy firmer cooAancy. Our father 
Should teach us how to fuiFer advcrfe fortune : 
Thofe only merit to be call'd his children 
Who emulate his virtues. 

jitt. Speak'ft thou thus ? 
Thou, that with mine fhould'A blend a brother's 

forrows; 
Thou that fhould'fl mix thy fighs and tears with 

mine. 
What means my Publius ? 

jimiL Well I know the meamng. 
His lore is faCd on Barce ; fhe departs 

If 
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If Regulus Tenuin : behold the eanfe 
That gives this boafted fortitude to f^blius. 

Pub. [afiJe.'] Ye Gods! fliall Publius hew and 
bear unmov'd 
That tongue's calumnious falfehood ? 

^mil. Every power 
Of art and fpeech he doubtkfs has emf^y'd 
To make the Senate fpurn th' exchange propos'd. 

Pk^. a thought like this, Amilcar, well befitt 
A barbarous ion of Carthage. 

^mt'L Yet- 

Pui. No morfr— 
Now hear me fpeak : thou know'A the &t£ of Barce 
ts ia my hands. 

^mii. I know it. As a g^ft 
Thy mother had obtain'd her from the Senate : 
She dying fmce, the maid beheld in thee 
Her future lord. • 

Pub. Now mark how Publius ufes 
The power that fortune gjvcs him. More than lift 
I loTC the charming Barce ; but I love 
My honour more. I know with fouls like thine 
Has virtue rarely credit : let me then 
In fordid minds expunge the leaft pretence 
For fuch fufpicions. Barce, thou art firee. 
Go with Amilcar, and return to Carth^e. 

JBar. Ye Powers ! can this be true ? 

, jAniL Such wondrous virtue— 

Puh. 
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ACT II.] SBOULUI. 18& 

Puh. Leara hencci Amilcar, how a Rooun loves. 

SCENE xnr. 

LiciNics, ATTII.IA, Babcb, Ahilcar. 

yStt. [to LieJ] Behold the inhuman, how he 

leaves Attilia, [ie not hearing her. 

Bar. [/o Amil.] Hcard'ft thou not Publius ? 

[hi not hearing her. 

Jitt. [to lie] Yet thou anfwereft not ? 

Bar. [/o AmilJ] Doll thou not hear, my lore? 

jiml. Barce, farewell. [^rmly. 

Await for my return. [f w»/. 

lAc. Farewell, Attilia. Li"'"?' 

Att. 7 

D^^ ? Ah ! whither, whither goeft thou ? 

lac. [« Att,] To preferve 
For thee a father. 
Amil. \tf> Bar.] Regulus to fave. 
An. \to lie] Alas ! what can'A thou do ? 
. Bar. [/» Amil.] What means Amilcar ? 
Lie, \to Att.] A deiperate evil claims a defpe-^ 

rate cure. 
Ami. \to Bar.] The Roman pride may rival) 

find in virtue. 
Att. [/oLic] Ah! take me too. 

Bar. 
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Bar. [to Amil.] Let me attend on thee. 

Lie. [fo Att.] O ! no— I then fhould tremble 
for thy iafety. 

yimii. [io Bar.] No ! thoii mull here remain. 

Bar. [io Amil.] And wilt thou not 
Reveal thy purpofe ? 

jitt. [to Uc] Wilt thou not at lead 
Give me to know 

JJc. [to Att.] Ere long thou fhalt know all. 

jim^. [to Bar.] Confide in me. 

Lie. In Rome ihall Regulus 
Beftill detain'd orfee Liciniusperifli. [Exit. 

jSmil. Yes, Africa, like Rome, ihall boall her 
heroes. [fWf Ae returns. 

If Icfs our pride, not lefs our mind 
Can virtue breed ; nor lefs we find 
By us is known the path to hme. 
Though from the capitol afar. 
Our worthies may vith Rome's compare ; 
And Gods extend their guardian care. 
To thofe who boafl no Roman name. 

[Edt. 
SCENE XIV. 

Attilu, Basce. 
Att. O I Barce ! 
Bar. O t Attilia ! 
Jtt. Speak, my Barce. 
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ACT II.] RE6ITLQ8. 28? 

Bar. What can we hope ? 

Att. Alas ! I know not what. 
Doubtlefs lacinius, with die people means 
To rajfe a tumult : this may &tal prove 
To bim and to his country, yet fupply 
No aid to lave my father. 

Bar. Struck with wonder 
At Publiua* generous a£t, but deeply ftung 
With his repioach, Amilcar goes to prove 
His foul as noble. What may he attempt. 
And to what dangers may he ftand exposed ! 

jitt.O\ mighty Grods! alBftmydearlicinius! 

Bar. And O ! ye Powers, preferrc my pligjited 
fpoufe. 

Att. I ihakc with terror. 

Bar. Let us not, Attilia, 
Be abje^l in our fears : the heavens now {hew 
A bri^ter afpetSt, and a ray of hope 
Gleams o'er the profpeiSt. 

Att. True my deareft Barce, 
And yet I cannot raife my drooping heart. 

My hope is not the gentle beam 

Diffus'd from ikies ferene. 
But 'tis a fhort and languid gleam 

From troubled meteors feen. 



A gleam. 
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A gleam, we fee by fiti ippear. 

Hut fhincs but to diftnlk, 
That (bewsy alu ! the danger near, 

But oerer makes it leTs. [Exh* 



SCENE XV. 
Bakcb akm. 

I leek to catm diftre&'d AttQia's bofom. 
Would heal her fears and tremble with my own. 
My heart was firmer when my hopes were left : 
Uncertain fear then only made me fuffer 
Tor (atan ilia ; bat now, aks 1 I dread 
To lofe a blifs, I deem'd fecurely mine. 

Whoe'er hts dangerous path purfues 
Through ftormy feas, muA riik to lofe 

His life on ^tbleft billows toll. 
But lucklels he, who fcapes in run 
The dangers of the diftant main. 

To find a Oupwreck pear the coaft. 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 

A hall with a frofpe£i of the gardens. 

Regolus, Afiican Guards. 

Reg. Why this delay ? And knows not yet 
Amilcar 
The Senate's purpofe ? Whither is he gone ? 
He muft be found. Time warns us to depart. 
Since nothing more remains for him to hope 
Or me to wifh, our longer tarriance here 
Is ciiminal in both — Ah ! come, my friend, 
Come to my breaft. \,/eetng Manlius. 

SCENE II. 
Enter Manlius. 

Without thy aid, my feme 
Had been in danger : 'tis by thee I ftill 
Preferve my chans ; thou haft fecur'd the fniit 
Of all my fervitude. 

Man. 'Tis true, but yet 
Thou wilt depart : 'tis true, but we muft lofe thee. 

Reg. You lofe me, Manlius, if I -ftilt remdn. 

Man. Ah ! why did I begin fo late to love thee f 

VOL. III. u Yet, 
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Yet, Regulus, thou now receiv'ft from Manlius 
Too fetal proofs of friendftiip. 

Reg. Greater proofs 
I ne'er could hope from him, whofe heart fincere 
Names me his friend ; but if the noble Manlius 
Would ^ve me others, I ihall talk his friehdfhip. 

Man. O ! name them. 

Reg. Every duty thus fiilfilt'd 
The citizen demands ; at length, remembrance 
Tells me I am a fether. Well thou know'ft 
I leave behind two children here in Rome : 
Thefe, Publius and Attilia, next my country 
Are the dear objects of my heart's afFeflion. 
By nature virtuous both, but both appear 
Two plants yet irhmatiire, that flill require 
The Guitar's watchful care. To cfFed this work 
Has Heaven to me denied. Take, Manlius, then 
The pious chaise : do thou with ufury 
Supply my lofs, and to thy noble heart 
And prudent couhfels let the fatlier owe 
His glory, and the children every aid 
That youth derives from more experienc'd age. 

Man. I pledge my truth : with jealotiS care I1t 
guard, 
Thy dear remains ; and both fliall find In me 
If not as noble, yet aB kind a fatlicr. 
I'll point them out the paths of Roman virtue. 
Nor arduous this will prove : fuffice for fouls 
By nature warm'd witli every generous pailion _ 

^a 
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To hcar'the ftorybf'piitetnaldewfa. 
Reg. Then there's no more to wiHi. 

SCENE in. 

■£rt/fr-PvBLios in hajie. 

Pui. Manlius I my father ! 

^g. What has beiallen ? 

Pui. All -Rome is now in tumult; 
'The people rave, and with a general voice 
Fortud jrou to depart. [to JReg. 

.fi^AAnd'can it be 
That Rome will e'er confent to fuch exehange. 
Injurious to her fame ? 

Pmi. No 1-^Rome rejeifts 
111' exchange and peace ; but wills you to remain. 

Stg. Who 7 I remain ? and where is then my 
promife } 
"MyMaaa &ith i 

Pui. ^ch-oue decUres no feith 
Is due to thofe, who ne'er by faith werfr bound. 

Reg. Shall then dneerimefi^ceto veil another? 
Aitd Trfib Trill -fr'erbe gail^, • if example 
Exculpates an offends ? 

Puh. Now the aflembly 

u3 Of 
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Of Augurs meet : the important quefUon there 
Will be decided. 

Reg. Think not I have need 
Of oracles like thefe. Suffice for mc 

My word is plighted 1 fliall hence depart. - 

Rome may debate on peace, or on th' exchange ; 

It rells with me to judge of my return ; 

The firft concerns the public weal, the laft 

Rcfpedts myfelf alone : I am not now 

The thing I was at Rome ; and none can claim 

A right to thofe who wear another's chains. 

Puh. At leall hear what our Augurs may 
decree. 

Reg. No, Pubhus, if I wait for their decifion 
1 give my fan<SHon to it. Guards lead on, 

' - [to tJu guards. 

Condudl me to the port — my friend, ferewell. 

\to Man. going. 

Man. No, Regulus, forbear. Should'ft thou 
■encounter 
The furious populace, by open force 
Thou may'ft be here detain'd, and make, thyfelf. 
All Rome thus guilty of a breach of faith. 

Reg. Shall I then fail ) 

Man. O ! no— thou ihalt depart. 
But let mc firft go hence to appeafe this tumult. 
The Confular authority tliall check 
Such ill tim'd ralhnefs. 



.dbvGoogle 



ACT in.] RBOUMIB. 2g3. 

Reg- Manlius, on thy fath, 
1 IhaJl remainr— but if 

Man. I underftand thee : 
Enough ; thy glory now is all my own. 
And well I know thy heart on mine rely. 

On -me rely, remember ftill 

I boaft by birth a Roman name ; 
Like thee, within my breaft I feel 

The kindled warmth of glory's flame. 

'Tis true that fate to me denies, 
like thee fuch honour'd chains to bear ; 

But though in vaiu fuch chains I prize. 
At leaft I merit fuch to wear, [Exit. 



SCENE IV. 

Regulus, PUBLIUS. 

Reg. And is it then fo hard a tafk in Rome, 
Such labour to preferve our faith unftiaken ? 
Is then — Ah ! Publius, ftill thou linger'ft here. 
So litde mov'd ? And leav'ft a friend alone 
To reap the fame of joining toils with mine ? 
Go hence with him, make my departure fure : 
Fain would I fiand indebted to a fon 
For what fecures my glory. 

Pub. Deareft father, 

I ihall obey ; but yet 

Reg. 
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Reg. Why fighs,iny ion? 
That figh bcfpeaks a imnd cppra&d: widt anguifli 

P«i. Yes, I muflown njy fuffiuing heart 
Xho cnjel confliQ fcarce furvivcs i 

But greater furcly my defert 

To aift, though g^ev'd, die Roman pwt;^ 
While duty- with ^e6lioi| ftiiv«s. 

What {acrifice had \ to to make ? 

What pniifes, father, claim from you. 
If pailions, nature muA awalcjet 
Whifih n€>w I quell for glory's lake. 

Were not Tq painful to fubdu^ } [j3^. 

SCENE V. 
Enter Ahilcab. 

Amil. Then, Regulus, at length 

Reg. Widiaut thy fpeaking 
I undcrfland, Anulcar> thy reproaches. 
Heed not this tumult : Regulus alive 
Will not remain in Rococ. 

AmH. I know not y«t 
What tumult thou w^uMft mean. I am not h«T9 
On thee to vent reproaches : I tm come 
For thy fupport. Think, not on Tiber's bsnk^ 
Are heroes only bom ; fince we no lefs 
Can boaA, amongll us^ fouls ta cope witf^ ^lens. 
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Re^. \t may be fo : but 'tis not jiovr a tirnp 
For yain contention. Summoii ^ thy train 
And fee that each be ready to depart. 

j4mil. Firft hear 4pd anfwer pjc. 

Reg. [efide.'] I'll tim'd delay. 

jimil. Is latitude our glory } 

Reg. Gratitude 
Is fure a duty : but this duty now 
So Uttle meets regard, that to fulfill it 
May well be titled glory. 

Amil. What if danger 
Attend the grateful ? 

^eg. It rnay then be call'd 
A god-Uke virtue 

Aval. Then from me thou canft not 
With-hold this virtue : hear me now. Thy fon, 
Touch'd for himfelf with fenfe of jealous honoiu", 
Religns to me my Barce ; yet his foul 
Adores the lovely maid : from hiifx I 'caught 
The generoi^ flame, and now am come to &t« 
For him a father, and expofe myfelf 
To all the rage of Carthage. 

Reg. Wouldll thou fave me ? 

Amil. I would. 

Reg. And how? 

Ami. By leaving thee the means 
To efcape at will. With art I fliall remove 

Thefe 
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Thefe guards to diHance. Cautious thou conceal 
Thyfelf in Rome, till, with diflembled anger. 
As if compell'd without thee to depart, 
I loofe my anchors from the port. 

Reg. [afide^ Barbarian. 

Amii What fayft thou ? Speak. Art thou not 
ftruck with wonder 
At fiich propolal ? 

Reg. Doubtlefs. 

Amil. Couldft thon e'er 
Have hop'd from me this offer ? 

Reg. No, Aniilcar. 

Amil. And yet my fate is not to be a Roman. 

Reg. Full well indeed I fee it. 

Amil. \jo the guards^ Leave us, guards, 

Reg. \io them^ Not one depart, 

Amil. And wherefore ? 

Reg. Think me grateful 
For all thy kindnefs ; but with thee I mean 
Again to vifit Carthage. 

Amil. Doft thou then 
Defpife my mercy ? 

Reg. No : I pity thee. 
Thou know'ft not what is virtue : thou haft now, 
With fpecious fliew of zed and fceming mercy, 
Degraded pie, thy country and thyfelf. 

Amil. I, Regulus ? 

Reg. 
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Reg. Yes, thou : — what right is thine 
To give me liberty ? Am 1 a flave 
To thee, or flave to Carthage ? 

AmiJ. "Tis not fure 
For thee to weigh if benefits receiv'd — 

Reg. Great is indeed the benetit ! to make me 
A criminal, a ftigitive, a wretch 
Ahen from truth 

Anul. Thy prefervation now. 
Thy Ufe's at flake. Thou knowft, at thy retum 
What torments Carthage has for thee prepar'd. 
Thou know'fl: that there thou wilt to all be made 
A dread example. 

Reg. Dofi: thou know, Amilcar, 
What Romans arc ? And doft thou know they live. 
They breathe for honour. This the confl^ant fpur 
Of every deed, its objedl and its end ? 
With looks unchang'd we here are taught to die. 
And every fufFering fcorn that gives us glory. 
While only bafe diftionour caufes fear. 

jiml. High founding words and flattering to 
the fenfe ! 
With me they little weigh : I know that life 
Is dear to all, that thou thyfelf 

Reg. Too much 
ITiou doft abufe my patience. Let thy fhips 
Approach the rtiore : coUeiSl thy fcatter'd train. 
Complete thy taflt, barbarian, and be filent. 
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jfi/iil. Thy loolfs may thus intrepid (how. 
Thy tongue infult a noble foe. 
And every fool reproach beftow 

Amilcar to defy. 
On Tiber's banks thy words feverc 
Unanfwer'd pafs Atnilcar's ear, 
But foon, rafli man, expeft to hear 

In Afric his reply. [_Exit. 

SCENE VI. 

£nlgr Attilta. 

Reg. [to himfelfi] Pubhus not yet return'd? 
And Manlius too } 
[to Art.] Attilia I ha ! what brings thee hither 

thus 
With hafly ftcp^ and loofcs of feerrpng joy ? 

^tt. pur f^te, my f^th^, now deperid^ pp thep. 
ObfefY^nt (ff thy co^infpls. Home rejef^s 
Th' exchange or peace ; but thou may'ft here re- 
main. 
Reg. Yes, with the fliame^— 
Att. O ! no : en this the Senate 
Pronounce theic fenteace thus : it refta ivith thee 
To ftay or to depart. " Thine oath was pjedg'd 
" W^en thou wert captive, and a captive's o^ 
" ?3P nfver bind himfclf." 
R^, Who fears not death 

Is 
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Is idwayB frecj an<i he lyfao, A*!!, t9, cKCufe 
His aiStions, plead conftiiaiBt, w;^Il buj coafefs 
His own degenerate Mcj^fs. Regulus 
Swore what he wiU'4 to ^wear, ^d l^avi^g fwopj^ 
Will Aovf depart. 



SCENE VII. 

Enter Publics. 

Puh. You b<^e it, fiiy m vun. 

Seg. And what fliall ftay me then } 

Puh. The united people. 
My father, nothing longer can rellrain them y 
All ^y impatient to the port to oppofe 
Your pallage to the fhips : the fireets of Rome 
In other parts are all deferted now. 

Reg. And where is Manlius f 

Puh. He alone has dar'd. 
To ftem the general torrent ; but in vain 
He prayers and threats employs; none hear his 

voice. 
And none oVwy. The people's headftrong fiiry 
Increafes every moment. I^le with fear 
The hirers fcarcely in their hands fuftain 
The ttembling iafces ; and, in fuch diftraSion, 
Not one attends the confular command. 

^^, Farewell, AttiUft— PubUi;^, follow mp, 

Att. 
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Alt. Ah ! whither would you go ? 

Reg. To affift my friend ; 
To wipe away from Rome her fr)ul difgrace ; 
To keep for me the honour of my chains, 
And Kence depart, or on thefe fhores expire. 

igoing. 

Att. Ah ! no, my father, fhould you leave me 
thus — \weeping. 

Reg. AttUia, to a daughter's tender name. 
Much to thy fex and years 1 have till now 
Indulgent given — Enough — no more of foirow — 
Let not thy woman's tears confpire with Rome 
To rob thy father of his promis'd triumph. 

Att. Alas ! for me fuch anguilh — \weeping, 

Reg. Well I know 
Thy anguifti is to lofe me ; but remember. 
Such trials wives and daughters oft muH: feel 
Who boaft the honour of a Roman name. 

Att. All other proofs with joy — 

Reg. What proofs, Attilia ? 
Say, would'ft thou go to meet the confcript Fathers 
Amidft the afiembled fenate, with thy counfels 
To regulate the defliny of Rome ? 
Or rather with the helmet o'er thy brows, 
Would'ft thou, in figliting to fubdue the foe. 
Endure tlie toil of arms ? If thou'rt unfit 
To meet misfortune for thy country's fake 
Without fuch atjed weaknefs, tell me, daughter. 
What 
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What wilt thou do to ferve her ? 

Att. O ! 'tis true. 
But yet fuch conftancy 

Reg. It is indeed 
A virtue hard to praflice ; but, Attiha, 
Thou art my daughter and thou wilt attwn it. 

Igoing. 

Att. Yes, all I can I'll imitate my father, 
Your great example — but, O Heaven ! you leave 

me. 
And leave me in difpleafure ! — I have loft 
Your wonted love. 
. Reg. 0\ no, I love thee ftill : 
BeUeve me not difpleas'd ; and as a token. 
Take this embrace — yet let not this embrace 
Melt thee to foftnefs, but infpire thy mind 
With fortitude and honour. 

Att. Ah ! my father. 
You leave me thus, and leave without a ligh. 

Reg. I bear for thee a father's love, 
But Uttle fliould a father prove. 
If leaving thee, I left behind 
Th' example of an abjedl mind. 



My 
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My bread, like every mortal, bears 
A heart that feels a mortal's cares ; 
But paflions in my heart obey. 
And rule in thine with tyrant fway. 

[Exit wiii'Puh- 



S € E N fe ViH. 

Attilia aloae. 

Be firm, niy heart ! Anii <) ! be'banifti'd^ 
All weak afTe^tions ; from their'lburi^A dry 
Thefe woman*s tears : enough of tifelefe forroW : 
Enough of cruel doubts. My iiati«;: Yittii'e 
Muft kindit with la fethcr'sJjuft Kptmf. 
Let nt>t AttiUa be the dtily branch 
Unworthy of the ftock -frdfo' which 'ihie-fpfin^. 

SCENE IX. 

Etiier Barcb. 

JBar. la it then true, Attilia ? In defpite 
Of Rome's united people, of the Senate, 
The Augurs and his friends ; of all the world ; 
Will Regulus depart ? 
uitt. l^rmlyJ] 'Tis all moft true. 
Bar. . But whence proceeds fuch unexampled 
frenzy? 

uitt. 
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jitt. With more rcfpe£l let Barce fpeak of he- 
roes. 

Bar. How ! does Attilia then indeed approve 
Her father's blind perverfcnefs ? 

Att. I adore 
The unftiaken virtue of a father's heart. 

Bar. A virtxie rfiat delivers him to chains. 
To hoftile fiilry, and a (hamefol death. 

Jilt. Be lilent. Know, thofe chains-, that hof- 
tile fiiry. 
That fliamefiil deaA, [^Jhe relaffes mtQ 'tefiSeme/s^ 
will prove my fether'i triomph. 

Bar. Doft thou exult at this ? 

Att. d beaven ! [/^Ji^e, 'fi:eeps. 

Bar. For me 
I never can conceive 

Att. No : thofe who drew 
Their breath, ill-fated, in a barbarous cBirie, 
Conceive not how a daughter's mind enjoys 
A fatner*s'deathlefs name. 

Bar. And yet you weep ? 

Att. Again may peace reliere the bread. 
When grief, that late each thought opprefs'd, 

Is fpent in kindly tears : 
As (hines the fun ferenely bright, 
Whene'er the cloud that veil'd his light 

fci fliowers diflblv'd appears. [Exit. 

3 SCENE 
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SCENE X. 

Barce alone. 

What flange ideas does the love of praife 
Excite in Rome ? — With envy Manlius views 
His rival's chains ; while Regulus abhors 
The pubhc pity that would fave his life. 
The daughter glories in her father's fufFerings ; 
And PubUus, (this furpaiTes all belief) 
Pu'olius, my beauty's flave, for honour's fake, 
Refigns the miftrefs whom his foul adores. 

The heart that thus can love's dclire 

Without a figh refign, 
May fhew a virtue I admire. 

But never wilh it mine. 

In Rome a fond purfuit of fame 

May every thought control ; 
But, thanks to Heaven, no Roman dame, 

I boaft no Roman foul. [Exit. 



SCENE 



by Google 



ACT IH.J 



SCENE XI. 



Magrafiemt porticoes on the hanks of the Tiber; 
_^^s ready for the embarkation of Regdlds. A 
plank laid to the nearefifhip. A maaerous crowd 
of people that block up the pajfage to the fhips. 
The Africans are feen on hoard. Li&ors attend- 
ing OH the Con/iil. 

Manlius, Licinids. 

£dc. Rome never will confeot that Regulus 
Shoulii quit the port. 

Man. The Senate and myfelf ; 
Are we no part of Rome } 

lac. The united people 
Are far the greater part. 

Man. But not the nobleft. 

Lac, At leaft more generous and humane. In- 
fpir'd 
With love and gratitude, we {eek to five 
The life of Regulus. 

Man. And we — his honour. 

tic. His honour 

Man. 'Tis enough— I come not here 
To hold debate with thee — What ho ! let each 
Leave free the paflage. \}o the people. 

VOL. m. X Lie, 
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lac. No — let none remove. 

Man. 'Tis I command obedience. 

Iac. I forbid it. 

Man. Dar'ft thou,' Licinius, thus oppofe the 

Conful? 
lac. And dar'ft thou, Manlius, thus oppofe the 

Tribune ? 
Man. Soon fhall we fee — Now, liiSors, clear the 
pafs. 
\the LiSvrs raife /heir fafces and advance. 
Iac. Defend it, Romans. 

\jhe people prepare to oppofe tkfm. 
Man. O ye Gods ! with arms 
Is thus my power refifted ? Is it thus 

The majefiy 

Lie. The majefty of Rome 
Dwells in the people : this thou haft infulted 
,By fuch contention. 

People. Regulus Ihall ftay. 
Matt, [to the people.'] Permit me but to fheri' 
what now mifleads 
Youp better judgment. 

People. Regulus fliall flill 
Rem^n. 

Man, Yet hear me 

People. Regulus (hall ftay. 

SCENE 
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SCENE LAST. 

Enter Regulus, and with him Attilia, 
Amilca&j Fublius and Barce. 

Reg, [entering.'] Ha ! Regulus fhall ftay ! and 
U my fenfe 
Deceiv'd, or may I credit what I hear ? 
Is perfidy requir'd ? Requir'd in Rome ? 
From me requir'd ? What people has this land. 
This wretched land produc'd ? What lips avow 
A wifh fo infamous ? What heart conceives it ? 
Where, where are now the noble race of Brutus, 
Fabritius and Camillus ? Glorious names ! 
Shall Regulus then ftay ? For what oficnce 
Have I deferv'd to merit thus your hatred ? 

lAc. O fir ! our love would break your cruel 
chains. 

Reg. And what were Regulus without his chains ? 
'Tis thefe will hand me down to lateft rimes 
A great example ; to my foes a (hamc ; 
And to my country, honour : but of thefe 
Deprive mc, what muft Regulus be. nam'd ? 
A perjur'd flave, a worthlefs fugitive. 

Uc. Your word was plighted to a faithlefs people, 
And plighted when in bonds : the Augurs iay — 

Reg. No more. O ! let us leave to favage na- 
tions, 

X 2 The 
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The untutor'd Arab, and the cruel Moor, 
Such fhameful pleas to fan^tion breach of faith. 
Be Rome to all the world a pattern ftill 
Of uncorrupted honoyr. 

Lie. What may Rome 
Not fear to lofe, in lofing tliee, her father ? 

Reg. Let Rome reflect that father is but mortal; 
That now he ftoops beneath the weight of years ; 
That life creeps languid thro' his ftiriyeU'd vqn^; 
That he no longer now can flied his blood. 
Or toil for her ; that nought for him remains 
But, as a Roman ought, to meet his end. 
Heaven opens to me now a fplendid path ; 
I now can clofe my latter days with glory : 
It cannot be — I know, I know too veil 
The hearts of Romans. Every one whofe birth 
Gave him with me to breathe one common ur 
That fans the Capitol, from Regulus 
Will not in thought diflent. I know that each 
Applauds me in his heart with generous envy ; 
That midft th' emotions, by a tender feeling 
Unwarily betray'd, he breathes to Heaven 
His ardent vows for fortitude like mine. 
No more of weaknefs then, but caft to earth 
Thofe ill-tim'd weapons. O ! delay no longer 
The triumph I have fought. My friends, my 

children. 
My fellow-citizens ! I, as a friend. 
Entreat of each ; as citizen exhort ypq. 

And 
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And as a &ther let me now command. 

Att. [ajide.'] O Heaven ! already each obeys 
his mandate. 

Fuh. O ! mighty Powers ! fee every hand dif- 
arm'd. 

lae. Behold the pafs is clear'd. 

Reg. Accept my thanks, 
Propitious Gods ! the path is free. Amilcar, 
Afcend thy (hip, I follow where thou lead'A. 

Amil. \ajide7\ I now begin to envy what I hear. 
\afcends his Jhip. 

Reg. Romans, farewell ! and let our parting now 
Be worthy of us. Thanks to Heaven ! I leave you. 
And leave you Romans. Ah ! preferve xmfuUied 
That mighty name, and be the arbiters 
Of human kind, till all the world become. 
By your example, Romans. Guardian Gods ! 
That watch this happy land ; protcding Powers 
Of great Eneas' oiFspring ! I intrufl: 
To you this race of heroes. Still defend 
This Ibil, thefe dwellings, thefe paternal walls. 
O ! grant that valour, glory, conftancy, 
Juftice and truth may ever here refide ; 
And fhould fome evil ftar, with adverfe beams 
E'er threat the Capitol, fee, mighty Gods i 
See Regulus — let Regulus alone 
Be made your vi<5lim, and the wrath of Heaven 
Be all confum*d on my devoted head : 

5 Let 
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Let Rome unhurt — ^but why thofe tears— 
Farewell ! 

Chorus. 

O ! thou, the glory of our clime. 

Father of Rome, farewell ! 
By thee our triumphs fhatch'd from time 

What future tongues iluJl tell i 

But dearly muft the glory coft 

To Rome that lofes thee : 
An age agun fhall fcarcely boall 

A. Regulus to fee. 



END OP THE THIRD ACT. 
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PERSONS OF THE DRAMA. 

RoMDLVs, King and founder of Romb. 

Hbbsilia, a Sabine Princefs. 

Valbbia, a noble Roman ladjr, in love with 
AcBOHTBS, forlaken by him. 

HosTiLivs, a Roman patrician, fiiend to Romu- 
lus, in love with Valebia. 

CuBTius, Prince of the AKXBBiNATi, &ther of 
Hessilia. 

AcBONTBs, Prince of the Ceninenfians> an im- 
placable enemy to Rouulus. 

Chorus of the Roman people. 

The action is reprefcnted in the ancient city of 
Romb. 
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ACT I, SCENE I. 

A great /quart in Rome, Jiarounded with private 
and public huildinjs, part ut^mjhed, intermixed 
with trees. The Capitol, with a rufiic appear- . 
once, an altar and a fire kindled before an 
ancient oak con/icrated to Jupiter, from which are 
paths leading down to the plain. The altar, the 
mountain, the buildings and the trunks of the trees 
adorned with fefioons ofjlauers, in honour of 
the folemnixation of the nuptials between the Ro- 
manyottths and the Sabine virgins. 
A numerous crowd of Warriors, LiGors, and Peo- 
ple, fpeQators, While to the found of various 
inftruments, that accompany the following Chorus, 
the new married couples defcend by feveral paths 
from the hill, and mix in a dance upon the plain, 
RoMULOyw/M Hebsilia, cWHostilius with 
Valekia, by different paths Jlowly folloiv thepro- 
cejion, and none remain above but a number of 
priefts round the altar of Jupiter. 

Chobus 
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Choeus. 

Propitious from Olympus' height. 
On glad Tarpeia's rock alight. 
And erery happy mipttal rile 
Protedling Powers ! attend. 

Part Chobus. 

O ! God of arms I do thou infpirc 
In manly bfcafis the hero's &:e, 
Aod bid the Tirtaes of the tire 
From fon to Ton defcend. 

Cr(Wvs. 

Propitious from Olympus' height 
Protcfling Powers ! attend. 

Part Chorus. 

O I Goddefs ! whoTe benignajit caie 
Can man's decaying race repair. 
The hearts of thefe, the bniTe and £ur, 
Inflame with faithful love. 

CUOEUS. 

Propitious from OlympUs' height, 
On glad Tarpeia's rock alight. 
And every happy nuptial rite, 
Protefling Powers ! attend. 

6 Rom. 
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Rom. At length, O ! moft ador'd, and con- 
quering fair. 
Who triumph o'er your victors, we behold 
Your hands with Romans join'd in fpoulal vows. 
Since Heaven has granted to this infant kingdom 
In you its dearell hopes. Ah ! make with us 
The fweet exchange of love : for not impell'd 
By hatred or revenge, or heat of youth. 
The Roman valour fought fo dear a prize. 
Ah ! deem more nobly of us. With the bands 
Of near alliance would we, hope to change 
Oiw enmity to fritndfhip. Well you know. 
That in a chafte afylum ; midft a train 
Of holy matrons, in the guardian care 
Of Heaven, you have relided, till fubdutd 
By every merit of refpedlfol fervice. 
You willingly fidfilTd the folemn rites. 
Difdain not then thefe humble firft attempts 
To found a warlike race. The Gods prefcribc 
No bounds for virtue. Yonder Capitol, 
Now ruftic and unknown, in times to come 
May boaft a mightier name. My heart diUtea 
With every glorious hope. And you, ye fair ! 
(Now Roman conforts) will with us partake 
One common &te ; and while your minds revolve 
The prefent nuptials and the fiiture trophies, 
O ! lecond with your love thefe happy omens. 
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Chorus. 

Propitious from Olympus' haght 
On glad Tarpeia's rock alight. 
And every happy nuptial rite 
ProtC(^ng Powers ! attend, 

[while this Chorus ts fining the 
married couples join again in a 
dance and go ouf .] 

S C E N E II. 
RoMtjLVS, Heksilia, Hostilius, Valekia. 

Rom. [/o Her.] And midftfo many, whom this 
day has blefs'd, 
Belor'd Herfdia 1 muA I Hill remain 
Uncertain of my fate ? 

Her. 01 Heaven! [aJiJe. 

Hoft. [/oVal.] And fay, 
Cannot the example of the Sabine rigour 
Subdu'd at length, for me, Valeria, move 
One Roman virgin's heart ? 

Val Ill-fated love! \afide. 

Rom. Ah ! princefs, fpeak. 

Her. By thee 1 was requefted, 
Not as a bride, but as fpedatrefs, here 
To attend the Ikcred rite : I yielded to thee : 

What 
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What can I further fay ? To thee axe known 
The duties that engrofs Herfilia's thoughts : 
Thou know'ft I am a Sabine and a daughter. 

Rom. I know I muft not hope to obtain tliy 
hand, 
Unlefs 'tis granted by thy noble fiither ; 
And, truft me, I in thee admire and love 
A daughter's ftrift obedience. Since he firft 
Repuls'd me harftily, I've ^ain renew'd 
My eameft fuit. Ah ! while I trembling wait 
Th' eventfiil iflue, give me comfort : fay. 
What fhare have I, Heriilia, in thy heart ? 
Say, doff thou love me ? If the true affections 
Of faithful lovers 

Her. Romulus, Ah ! ceafe. 
And do not forfeit thus the fonner merit. 
Of all thy generous cares. 

Rom. What crime is mine ? 

Her. Freedom of fpeech, like this, to Sabine 
dames. 
Our country's ufage gives not : never words 
Of fond endearment there efcape the lips, 
'Till firft the altar fanflifies the paffion. 

Rom. What charm has beauty when with virtue 
grac'd ! 
\to Hoft.] Go, friend, and fccond my impati- 
ence — go, 
Aik if the wilh'd-for meflenger returns ; 

Moments 
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Moments are ages to me. 

Htt^. More than you 
The Roman peojik brook not this delay. 
Eager they laoguifh with their king to fee 
A confort on the throne. Already now 
Tis whifper'd thou fliould'fl in thy thoughts re- 
volve 
Some other bride more eafy to be won. 

Rom. Some other bride ! Ah 1 never mufi 
they hope 
Herfdia can be baoiih'd from this bofom. 

Behold the fair, decreed by love 

My fondefl: thoughts to claim : 
'Tis ihe, and (he alone (hall prove 

The object of my flame. 

Till now the Gods, of all her kind 

Ne'er fram'd a maid fo (air : 
But with the virtues of her mind. 

No outward charms compare. 

[Exit'wifh Hofi. 

SCENE III. 

Hebsilia, Valeria. 

f'aL And does not then our hero, my Heriilia, 
Seem worthy to be lov'd ? And if his rule 
Cannot fometimes reftrain a headfirong people. 
At lead his wifdom well atones for all. 

Her. 
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Her. I fee it truly. 

Vol. Does thy heart meandme 
Plead nothing in his caufe ? 

Her. I prafe his virtues. , . 

Vat. But tell me ; does Heriilia love or hate 
him? 

Her. Alas ! my friend ; I know not what I feel : 
A thoufend paffions ftraggle in my bofom, 
Unknown before ; and Romulus has left 
His looks and words engraven in my foul. 
To me he fecms the greateft, and the beft 
The firft of mortals ! But, alas ! to me 
What, what avails it ? Shall Herfilia prove 
A rebel to a father's facred will ? 
Forgetiul of the Sabines' rigid duties, 
Caft otF her wcmted conftancy of fpirit 
For which flie once was fam'd'd ? — O 1 never. 



Thou God, who rurft, the feeble mind. 
Now vMnly feek'ft in me to find 
What fways fo oft the female kind. 

Thou art no Grod for me. 
In vain thy threaten'd ch^ns prepare : 
With firmnefs arm'd to break the fnare ; 
My foul, for ever free, fhall dare 

Thy boafled chains and thee. 



\Exii. 
SCENE 
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SCENE IV. 

Valbrul alofu. • 

Yes, fage Herfilia, though (he litde knows it. 
Is warm'd with love, but warm'd with noble fire ; 
Whilft I, unhappy as I am, adore 
A f..lfe, ungrateful lover. Well I know 
By many a proof Acrontes has dcceiv'd me ; — 
What do I fee ! — He comes — 
And yet, O ! Heaven !— 

S C E N E V. 

Enter AcEONTES in a Roman kahif. 
Acr. \_fees her as he mfers.^ Til-fated meeting. 
Fill. Whither doft thou go ? 
O ! unadvis'd — while all the Sabine race 
Confpire the fall of Rome ; wilt thou, a Sabine, 
In borrow'd vefture, riik thy lafety here ? 

yfcr. I fear no riik to blefs my eyes with thee. 
Fal. Thou fiilfe one ! Well I know thou heed'ft 
not longer 
Thy pUghted faith to me. Thy bofom now 
Glows only for Heriilia, 
.u4cr. Mine, Valeria? 

FaL Acrontes, thine. Think'ft thou to me 
unknown 

Thy 
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Thy fuit in vjun prefeir'd, her fire's rcfuial. 
Thy n^e of diiappointment ? 

Act. O ! thou wrong'ft me : 
I call down Heaven to witnel*.^— 

Vol. Oh! forbear. 
I would not blufli at perjuries hke thine — 
Go — if thou heed'ft not me, yet heed thyfelf. 
If me thou doft defpifc, defpife not yet 
My friendly counfel : worthlefs as thou art. 
Let me not tremble to behold thy danger. 

Acr. CanA thou be thus alarm'd to fee my 
danger. 
And yet, Valeria, think me ftill a traitor ? 

Vol. Yes, Fm deceiv'd ; and know too well 

Who a6b the trwtor*s part ; 
Yet cannot, O ye Power's ! expel 

Hia image firom my heart. 

Yes, cruel, thus by Fate opprefs'd 

Unheard-of woes I prove ; 
For while the treafon I deteft, 

ThetraitoriUllIlove. 

[jEwV. 



SCENE 
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SCENE VI. 

ACRONTBS aJont. 

This meeting is iU-omen'd to my purpofe : 
But let me fiill be conftant. Kome fliall fall : 
I only, with my Ccnineiifiaii bandSj 
Prepu'd for inflant a£Uoii» will impel 
The Sabincs' tardy vengeaocc — But Herfdia — 
She muil be firft fecur'd ; a hoftagc left 
like her, might check the ardour of my foul 
Wub. chilling doubts. Already hare I one 
To guide me to her — but as yet he comes not — 
He muil be fought. [f "'"Z- 

s c E N E vri. 

Enter Cubtiis. 
Hal Currius! 
Cur. Ha ! Acrontcs [meelin^ and gazmg 

at each other for fame time. 
Acr. And art thou he ? 
Cur. And am I not decciv'd. 
Acr. The fovereign of th' Anteranati in Rome ? 
Cur. And here the CeninenHan prince "i 
Acr. At length 
Impatient of your long-delay'd refentmont, 

I gave 
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I gave the reins to mine. MyfeH", of att 
Our injur'd Sabines, will alooe revenge 
The commoD. caufe. This day I mean to nuke 
The aflaitlc on Rome ; and hence it &il behoves 
To explore the weak and lead defeiided paita : 
This taik I tnift to none but to Actoates. 
O ! if a zeal tike mine inflame thy breaA, 
Unite with me ; fufpend all former hatred. 
• I, from this hour, expunge from my remembrance 
The wrong thou didft me to reflife Heriilia : 
Now fpeak we but of honour. Henceforth ceafe 
All rancour for our private injuries, 
Till to' the univerfel worid be fhewn 
Our vow'd revenge for every public wrong. 

Cur. But know'lt thou not to-day what new 
affront 
We rooft fuft^n ? This day tbey celebrate^ 
Between the Roman youth and Sabine toai^i, 
Tlu hynaeoeal rites. . I^ certain tidings 
Of this have reach'd us, and the fcftlve Ihewa 
I fee on every hand confirm the truth. : 

I cannot bear the thought : unconfcious yet 
What courfe to take, I hafte to laatch my daughtw 
From thefe detefted nuptials. 

^cr. Curtius, now 
Too late tbou com'ft. 

Car. Say'fl thou ? 

^tr. The suptijils, pnnce, 

T 2 Aiieady 
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Already are completed. 

Cur. Heavenly Powers ! 
And was Heriilia too— It cannot be — 
Too well I know her : ever was her mind 
Refpe^iful, duteous ; and her life was led 
In due obfervance of her fex's laws, 
And turn obedience to a father's will. 

j^cr. And yet is (he a bride. 

Cur. Who dares affirm it ?— 
How Itnow'ft thou this ? 

Cur. But now, in this attire 
I^fguis'd, and mingled with the crowd, I law 
The nuptial pomp. 

Cmt. And was Herfilia too 

Act. Heriilia too was there amongft the brides, 
The joyous brides of Rome's ferocious youth. 

Cur. O ! cruel ftroke I 

[_^;j dorvn m an agmy of rage and grief. 

Aer. But wherefore linger now 
In tardy iloth ? Prevention comes too late. 
But vengeance (till is oun. Hafte then, unite 
Thy fcatter'd warriors, and with me combine 
In impious Rome's deftnuftion. 

Cur, [n»/ attending to htm.'] O ! Heriilia ! 
The child of Curtius and a Sabine maid ! 

Acr. He hears me not — his madnefs of defpair 
May laife fomc tumult, or perehance (AftruA 

J My 
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My purpos'd fchemc to bear Heriilia hence : 
'Twere wifdom to provide againft this evil. 
[to Cur.] Tlieii tell me, Curtius, may I learn from 
thee 

Cur. 1 leave me, leave me ! 

jicr. Muil I leave thee, Curtius ? 
Then be it fo — now to my great dcfign. [Exit. 

SCENE VIII. 

Curtius alone. 

And is Heriilia then indeed become 
A willing Ronian wife ? Midft all my woes 
This, this I little fear'd. — O ! peijur'd girl ! 
Perfidious ! vainly ffaalt thou hope to efcape 
Thy punifhment : not earth fhall yield to thee 
A wifli'd afylum ; think not e'er to find 
A flielter from my rage, though plac'd befide 
Thy new-made fpoufe, or in the arms of Jove ! 

Hence thoughts of every gentle kind, 
AiFe^ons that my heart remind 

I bore a parent's name : 
To madnefs and revenge refign'd. 

The iather I difclaim. [Exit. 



SCENE 
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SCENE IX. 

Apartmenti in the folace defimd for H^BSildA, on 
the Palatine hill. 

HSJUILIJL, H0STILJC&. 

Uofi. But doft thou Itnow, Herfilia, all th? 
merits 
That Romulus can boaft ? 

Her, I know them all. 

Uoft. And yet thou lov'ft him not ? 

Her, With us, Hoftilius, 
I/)ve is the child of duty, 

Hofi. Then for Rome 
1^0 hope remains but from a father's mandate. 

Her. And that were vain to expci9>-I know 
my father. 

Hofi. If advcrfc thus thy lire rejedl our king ; 
If coldly tbou, Herlilia, caoft receive him. 
At leaft thou niay*ll fecupe our nation's peace, 

Her. Who I ? Say bow, 

Hoft. The people wifb to fee 
Their king efpous'd ; and nearly this defire 
Degenerates into tumult. If the fates 
Peny thee to our wirties, Romulus 
May from thy counfel choofe another bride. 

a Her. 
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Her, What tnean'ft, thou ? By mj counfel ) 

Hoji. Yes, Herfilia. 

Her. But lay what right have I — 

Hofi. That right which love 
Clams o'er his heart ; and who ftiaU hope to guide 
Like thee his foul's affeiSion ? 

Her. Muft HeriiUa 
Be call'd to fix the deftiny of Rome ? 
Shall I, a ftranger, feek for you a queen ? 

Hofi. Thou need'ft not feekj behold her near. 

Her. Her name ? 

Hqfi. Valeria. 

Her. Ha! Valeria? 

Hoft. Since the throne 
Mufl. not be honour'd with Heriilia's virtues. 
At Icaft it never can receive difgrace 
From noble, chaftc Valeria. 

Her. If thou think'ft 
Herfilia can avail — but fure, Hoftilim, 
'Tis wondrous ftrangc — Valeria is a lover. 

Hofi. I know it well ; and for her evil fiite 
She loves Acrontes : 'twere a deed of fiiendflup 
To break fuch chmns as ill befeem Valeria. 

Her. It may be fo — ^yet — 
Hofi. Romulus this moment 
In fearch of thee approaches. 

Her. Romulus ! 

H^fi- 
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Hofi, Even he : fuppc^ Hecfilu, my defign ; 

Ufe every means 

Her. Thou would'ft inftruit me furely 
To rave like thee — Who can divine thy purpofe ? 
I till this moment deem'd thy fighs of love 
Breath'd for Valeria, yet thou bid'ft me ^ve 
Her beauties to another. , Doubtlcfs firft 
Thou haft decciVd, or muft deceive me now. 

Hofi. Ah ! no, believe not that I once deceiv'd. 
Or I deceive thee now : beyond myfelf 
1 love Valeria ; hence my warmeft wishes 
Purfue her honour, glory and her peace. 

With lying boaft thofe lovers clium 
The praife to faithful lovers due ; 

Who in the objcdt of their flame 
A felfiih happinefs purfue. 

What generous paiGoiu fway his breaft. 
What love is to his fair-one fhown, 

Who when his power can make her bled 
Derives not from her blife his own ? [Exit. 



S C E N E X. 
Hbbsilia ahne. 

Tis virtue fure to fecond the defign 
Of generous love — but paufe awhile, Hcriilia, '. 
And weigh the tafk enjoin'd. To Romulus 

ShaO 
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Shall I ^ve counfel ? Make him this requefl ? 
And od&r. him a bride i — My heart revolts 
P^m fuch a thought — ^What words fhall I employ 
To fpeak — ^Alas ! what mean thefe fudden doubts 
Hiat fuit not Sabine honour ? Whence the tumult 
That reigns within this bofom ? 

S C E N E XL 

Enter Cuetius. 

Gtr. Have I found thee ? 
Degenerate girl ! 

Her. What froice is that ? My fether ! 
O! fir 

Cmt. Be filent ; nor with Ups like thine 
Fro£uie that name. 

Her. Alas ! my fether. 

Cur. Caft 
Thofc daring eyes to earth. A Roman wife 
Can' ne'er be Curtius* daughter. 

Srr. Ha ! a wife ! 
A wife, Herfilia ? 

Qa: Perjur'd as thou art. 
Add not a wifehood to increafe thy guilt. 
Wert thou not now, with thy rebellious friends, ' 
Before the hated altar } 

Her. A fpe£tatrefs. 

But 
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But not a bride. 

Cur. And was not then thy hand— — 

Her. Heriilia's hand wiU never be beftow'd 
Without a father's fandlion. 

Gut, Art thou then 

Her. I am a Sabine Aill. 

Cur. An ofFer'd throne 
Will never change 

Her. A throne to me were vile, 
Unlefs to thee I ow'd it. 

Cur. And the threats 
Of hoftUe rage 

Her. No other threats, my fiither. 
Could nuke me tremble, but the threats alone 
Deriv'd from thy difpleafure. Deatli itfelf 
Were far Icfs dreadful than the juft reproach 
Of him to whom I owe my life> my all ! 

Cur. Thou deareft part ! thou treafure oi my 
foul! 
Come to my breafl : forgive my hafty rage ; 
A happier day for mc dll now — ^Herfilia, 
Thou trembleft ! 

Her. 'Tis for thee, {<x the^ my &ther, 
I tremble — On the infUnt Romulus 
Is here expei5ted — Should'ft thou now be found 
Id this difguife, amidft a hoftile city, 
Alas ! who knows — O ! let us henccj my lord. 
Where'er 
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Where'er thou goefl I will purfue thy fteps. 

Qtr. No, ^ughter, this might hazard all, and 
mak^ 
Our hopes abortive. We muft patient w^ 
The favour of the-night. 

Her. Meantime — O Heavens ! 
fiehoM he comes ! [looking out. 

Cur. I go — ^lake heed, my child. 
Thy fears betray me not. 

Her. Where canft thou now 
In fafcty wait ? 

Cur. A faithful £riend is near 
To fecond my defign. When time fliall ferre 
JExpeft my quick return — ^"till then £uewell ! 

[Exit, 

SCENE xn. 

Hbrsilia alaae. 

O ! me unhappy ! nudft my adverfe fortune 
^ere wanted only this, of every evil 
The woift, to tremble for a Other's lafety. 
In this diih^fsfiil ftate how fhall I meet 
The eyes of Romulus ? — Alas ! he comes— 
Let me avoid his prefence. [/^'V' 



SCENE 
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SCENE XIII. 
Enter RoMOLUs. 

Rom. Doft thou fly me ? 
Fly me, Herfilia ? 

ffer. [afide^ O ye Powers ! affift me. 

Rom. Fear iiot> O ! princeis, I (hall fpeak of 
love: 
No^ I too much refpedt the native manners 
Held (acred by thy fex ; yet furely fhefe 
Are more than viitue claims. To curb my pa(Gon 
I muA confefs is pain ; but greater pain 
To hazard thy difpleafure. 

Her. [afide."] Generous prince ! 

Rom. It will not fure be deem'd I fpeak of love. 
To fay but this : if Heaven and if thy father 
Had given me to poflefs Herfilia's hand. 
No blifs had equall'd mine. 

Her. [afide.'] Alas! HeriiUa. 

'Rom. Thou would'ft have added fplendor to the 
throne: 
In thee bad Rome beheld her guardian goddefs. 
And I the unrivali'd fovereign of my heart. 

Her. My lord — no more — permit me to rcdre. 

Rom. Am I then hateful to thee ? 

Her. 
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Her. [aJiJe.2 Cruel fete ! 
Rom. If with the Sabmes 'tis a crimcto love. 
Yet fure your laws compel you not to hate ; 
And *twixt fuch adverfe paffions fouls like yours 
May reft uncenfur'd ; and though Heaven fcn-bids 

me 
' To find in thee a lover and a wife, 
Heriilia may be yet a grateftil friend.. 
Her. \ajide.'\ Where am I ?— Cruel Powers ! 
fhall I depart. 
Or flill remain ? How fain I would excufc 
My ieeming rigour — but I dare not fpeak, ^ 
And every accent that I ftrivc to utter 
Converts between my Ups to broken fighs. 

Rom. Is fliU HerfiUa fJent ? WUl flie net 
V<ouch&fe mc one poor look .' Ah ! tell me when 
I have offended ? Say, what dime is mine ? 
Her. Sir — if you think — [ajide.'] O Heaven ! 
Rom. Why doft thou paufe ? 
Some new dtftrefs — for never till this hour 
Thy heart has ftruggled with fuch varied pafHon. 
Thou bluflieft now, and now thy cheek is pale : 
It feems thou 6un would'ft tell what yet thy tongue 
In run would fpeak, while every look confefles 
A bofom tortur'd with conflidUng pangs. 

In pity fay 

Her. O fir ! I cannot fpeak. \weeps. 

Rom. 
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Bam. Alas ! what mean thofe tears that flow 

Ftom forrows of the heart ? 
Htr. Ah me I I die— but daie not now 

The pangs I feel impart. 
Smt. Am I then guilty of thy gnef ? 

Her. I would fercwcll. 

Rom, And wherefore go i 

Her. My ftay to neither yields relief. 

Ram. Yet leave mc not, Herfiliai fo. 

Btti. Ah ! who like me by &te opprefs'd» 

E'er knew fuch cmel pain } 
I ne'er till now, howe'er diftreis'd. 
Have known fuch palEons rend mj bieafi 

As I thiB day fuftun. [Exemt /foeraify' 



END or THE FIRST ACT. 



ACT 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 

jln tnner apartment of the palace, from which it <■ 
view of the Porta Carmentalis, and the Tar- 
peian Rock. 

. Hbbsilia alone. 

Alas ! 'tis all too truf, and nought avails 
Still to conceal this weaknefs from rnyfelf. 
I am no longer now the auflere Heifilia ; 
The firft of every thought is Romulus : 
Unconfcioos what I fay, his name ion ercr 
Dwellt oo my lips. If any, if my prefence, 
Bnt fpeak of Rmnulus, I feel the glow 
Of mantling bluftiei : crft as he approaches, 
I am diftuib'd, the colour leaves my cheek : 
Tm filent^ Fm conftiB'd ; while in my breaft. 
My heart beats quick mth mingled grief and joy, 
If this be not, ah ! tell me what is love ? 
Since thou fo ill canA guard thee from the foe. 
Contend no more, Herfilia — ^fly, O ! fly ; 
And lave at leaft thy g^ry by thy flight 
For flight in love is viflory. 
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SCENE II. 
Enter Cubtius. 

Gtr. My daughter — 
Herfilia. 

Htr, Ah I my father, let us hence 
Without delay — if now thou com'ft to feek me, 
Behold I am prepar'd. 

Cur. I come, my child. 
To warn thee of a danger unforefeen. 
That threatens thee. The Ceninenfian piince 
Is now in Rome : with him I have convers'd. 
He feign'd to quit the city : but this inftant. 
Near thy apartment, from afar again 
I faw the inHdious prince : he doubtlefs plans 
Some dark defign : but late he fought thy hand. 
At my refiiJal fir'd, he gives the reins 
To mad refentment, bending all his thoughts 
To outward violence and fraud. Take hfed. 

Her. Ah ! then, what longer fliould detain us 
here? 
Let us depart. 

Cur. It is not yet the time. 
But rell in peace a few fhort moments more. 

Her. In Rome, alas ! there is no peace for me. 
I cannot bear this dwelling : take me, fether. 
Take me from all I fuffer : let me fly 

From 
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FVom every objeifl here ; and breathe at length 
The tranquil Sabine air. 

Cur. My dearcft daughter. 
How am I charm'd to hear thy fond impatience. 
In which the Sabine virtue brightly (hines. 
Be calm : ere long expeia me to return. 
And give thee fireedom. Let this thought mean- 
while 
Confole thee, that thou may'ft with confcious 

pride 
Review thyfelf. Let every daughter leam 
From thee, my dear Heriilia, to refpe6t 
Her country and her father ; triumph o'er 
Th' enfeebling perils of her fex and youth. 
And, midft the flatteries of inddious lore, 
Preferve the free dominion o'er her heart : 
My hope ! my glory I and my beft fupport ! 

When, I, ye Gods ! to thought recall 

That fuch a daughter's mine ; 
Whate'er may chance, I pardon all. 

Nor more at Heaven repine. 

On me let adverfe Fortune frown. 

And woes on woes increafc ; 
That dear remembrance flill fhall crown 

A father's days with peace. 

[Exif. 
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SCENE III. 

Hehsilia alottf. 

Where {halt I hide myfclf? Thefe prai&s given. 
So ill dcferv'd, are to my foul reproaches. 
And ftiall a father prize in thee, HerfiUa, 
That virtue which thou haft not ? Shall he thus 
Deceiv'd, applaud thee, love thee, honour thee. 
This canll thou hear, and not with fhame expire i 
' Does not thy confcieoce Oirink from fuch ^proval. 
Or feel a generous impulfe to deferve it ? 
It ihall be fo— and flying fhall fecure thee. — 
But in the tight of Komulus, O ! Heaven I 
I dare not truA myfelf — by proof I know 
How cruel is the trial. — ^Then in me 
Is love ncceffity ? [^Jhe Jits.'] To mt alone 
Has Heaven denied the hberty of choice ? 
Ah ! no — refume, to guide the ftubbom paffions, 
Thofe reins, Hedilia, thou haft thrown afidc : 
A iirm determin'd virtue conquers all. 
My fears are vanifh'd now : • the greater trial. 
The greater is my triumph ; I abjure 
The afFe<Sions I condemn. Henceforth HerfiUa 
Decrees to be the miftrefs of her will. 
Now, where is Romulus ? Hoftilius, fay. 

[ri/es with Jjrmne/s. 

SCENE 



Diqiiii^dbyGoogle 



ACT n.] nOW3LV$ AND HBBSIUA. 830 



SCENE IV. 

Enter HosTiLius. 

ffo^. He comes this inftant firom the fenatehoufe. 
And haftes to his apartmeat. 

Her. MayHcrfilia 
Have leave to fee him ? 

ffojl. Leave to fee hicn^ princefs ? 
Forgive me, but fuch doubt were moft unjuft. 

Her. I would converfe with him. 

IIoJ. Then Rome perfiaps 
May cherilh hopes propitious to her vows. 
And Romulus moft welcome to his love. 

Her. Herfilia was notbomforhimor Rome. 
But if, as thou haft laid, indeed 'tis true, 
The will of Romulus depends on mine ; 
This day rtiall thy Valeria be a queen. 

H^. Ah ! then 

SCENE V. 

Enter Valeria. 

Her. [to Val.] My friend, if happy ftars affifl, 
I go to obtain for thee a regal crown. 
f^at. For me ! 

2 3 Ber. 
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Her. For thee : but think not mine the merit 
Of fuch a choice : I owe to good Hoftilius 
The generous thought : in thee has he propos'd 
A confort worthy of the king of Rome. 
With reafon I approve, and now afpire. 
In fuch a work, to emulate his praife. 

yal. Believe me grateful : but you both difpofe 
Of that for me, which is not mine to give. 
My love, you know, is plighted to a lover : 
Though faithlefs I am his, and love becomes 
In me neceflity. 

Her. The fond pretence 
To excufe our weaknefs. Let us ufe our will 
To better purpofe j or, if we refiife 
To break thofe ries, which love has render'd dear, 
Accufe not Fate for errors all our own. 

Let none againd his Hars exclaim. 
Or midft his fufFerings Fortune blame. 

Who ftill a willing flavc remans. 
Of what avail arc tears and fighs 
To his relief, who only tries 

To find his pleafure in his chains ? 

[Exit. 



SCENE 
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S C E N E VI. 

HosTiLius, Valehia, 

Val. What can this mean, Hoftilius ? I believ'd 
Herfilia's love for Romulus ; but now. 
By proof, I* find my error. Once I dcem'd 
In thy afTedtions I had borne a part ; 
But now I find thou didH but mock, my ear 
With flattery feigning love. I own, Hoftilius, 
I know not what to think, 

Hofi, If you have err'd 
In deeming love had touch'd Herfilia's heart, 
I cannot well divine ; but this I know, 
I love Valeria with the tendereft paffion. 
And ever will preferve for her my flame. 

Fal. Then wherefore fcek in me your future 
queen ? 

Hoft. In what does yoiu* advancement to the 
throne, 
Oppofe my love ? The paflion that I feci. 
Is iai, far difTerent in its purity 
From that of vulgar lovers. Ever ftill 
The admirer of your virtues, jealous ever 
Of all that may advance Valeria's honouTj 
Exulting in her fortune, I fiiall ftill 
Through life adore her, as I now adore. 

Val. Ah ! peace, Hoftilius, fpare me the remorfe 
1 My 
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My heart muil feel to be to .thee imgrateful. 
What lover e'er could boaft a love like thine ? 
Ah ! Icam at lead that well I know thee now ; 
And were the ties, in which, alas ! I lan^fh, 
Lefs hard to be diflblv'd, the noble gift 
Of fuch a heart as thine, in my ambition 
Would far outftiine the fplcndors of a throne. 

When firft a lover I became 

A lover's fighs to prove, 
Why did I feed another flame. 

And figh not for thy love ? 

Ah ! why fo little does the mind 

Its iidl affedUons know, 
That where we deem our blifs to find 

Too oft we find our woe ? [Bxif, 



SCENE VII. 

HosTiLtus alone. 

O ! Heaven, I'm not deceiv'd. Valeria now 
Is more than gratefij to me. My afFeAion 
In all its purity, to that dear bread 
Is not a ftranger. O ! the certainty 
Of fuch a blifs ! What rapture do I feel 3 
In this exccfs of joy, my foul muft own 
No greater rccompenfe awaits on love. ^ 

If 
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If one there be who little knows 
The blifs that now my foul o'erflows. 

He well may pity claim : 
And furely brief his joys mull prove. 
Who never knew fuch thoughts a$ more 
My panting heart, lince gentle Love 
Here kindled firft his flame. [Exit. 



SCENE vin. 

jtfartments, with .covered walks on the Jide of the 
Palatine hill. 

Romulus alone. 

O ! no — ^'ds not alone the Sabine rigour 
That imitates Herfilia. In that &ce 
And from thofe lips methought I faw, I heaid^ 
Ah 1 Romulus, begirt with threatening foes, 
Amidll a growing empire's many cares. 
How has thy bofom found a place for love ? 
Such weaknefs — Surely 'tis not always weaknefs. 
When love with reafon joins ; it changes then 
Its former nature. My Herfilia fhines 
The friendly ftar that regulates my thoughts 
With more than mortal influence. Yes, her virtue. 
The ancient fplendor of her anceftry, 
The welfare of the realm, the people's fuffrage— 
But hark ! what clafh of fwords is this I hear "i 

5 What 
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What means the fudden tumuh ? [looking out. 

Acr. [wrfAm,"] No — this weapon 
Is not an eafy conquelt. 

Rom. How ? My guards 
In confli<A Vith a Roman ? 



SCENE IX. 

Enter Acrontes. 

Acr. Advcrfe Gods ! [dropping his Jword as 

he enters. 

Rom. Forbear, my friends, and touch not him, 
who now 
Has no defence. — Ye Powers ! Am I deceiv'd ? 
Thou art not fure Acrontes ? 

Acr. I am he. [haughtily. 

Rom. Acrontes and in Rome ? In my apanments ? 
In Roman veftments ? What is thy defign ? 

Acr. Of this I render no account to thee. 

Rom. Thy boldnefs fuits but ill the prefent time : 
Remember now Acrontes where thou art. 

Acr. Where'er Acrontes is, with him he bears 
His valour ftill. 

Rom.. But, prince, fuch valour here 
In thee were rafhncfs. Speak ; is it the love 
Thou vainly bear'ft HerfiUa, or the hatred 

Long 
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Long DourifhM againft me, that blinds thy reafon ? 

Acr. Spare, Romulus, thy queftlons : know I 
come not 
To anfwer at thy bidding ; ufe thy fortune. 
I (land determin'd and prepar'd for all : 
I know what treatment I decreed for thee. 
Had now that llate been thine, to which the £ites 
(Adverfe to valour) have reduc'd Acrontes : 
And hence I know what to expe£); from thee. 

Ajw. Thou doft but ill prcfage. — Li<£lors, return 
His weapon to the Ceninenlian prince ; 
And you, ye warriors, give him condu(5l iafe 
£eyond the precint^s of the Roman walls. 

Acr, My fword ! 

Rom. Receive it, and in yonder field 
Regain, with this, what thou had loll in Rome. 

Acr. Thy folly, Romulus, may coft thee dear ; 
Revenge, for oflentation thus neglected. 
Too late thou wilt repent. 

Bmi. Revenge ? On whom ? 
If thou'rt a madman, I foigive thy frenzy i 
If thou'rt a lover, thou haft then my pity ; 
A foe, I heed thee not ; and if thou com'ft 
A tr^tor, vers'd in treafon, I defpife thee. 
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jicr. Contemn me now with haughty fpeech. 
This arm perhaps ere long may teach 

Thy tongue an humbler firain. 
Then fee if flill tfiy ppde will dare 
From yonder Capitol afer. 
As here at Rome, in fields of wm* 

To infult me once again. [Eiat. 



S C E N E X. 
Enter Hebsilia. 

Her. [fn/mnf.] Behold him— To complete my 
vi6lory 
The time now calls upon me. 

Rom. [to kirrifel/.^ Wondrou3 Arangc 
Such courage and fuch fiercenefs ! 

Her. [to ier/elf.'] Gods ! what means 
This new enchantment ? In his prefence now 
I feel again difturb'd. 

Rom^ [to iim/e!/.'] And can it be. 
Such valour fhould be found to infpire a foul 
Where dwells fo little virtue ? 

Her. [to her/el/.'] No, Herfilia, 
Let not thy throbbing heart difarm thy purpofe : 
The boldeft warrior finds in every confli»£i. 
The hardeft trial in the iirft encounter. 

[aJvanciitg 
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[advancing to Rom.] My lord, vouchfafe but for 

a few ihort moments 
Xo give me audience. 
Rom. Is it poffible 1 
Do I not dream ? The deareft of my cares. 
My only wifli, the fail HeriiUa comes. 
And comes, ye Powers ! to feek me. 

■ Her. Romulus, 

Wilt thou not hear me then ? [witi a ferious air. 
Rom. What means Herfilia ? 

■ Her. ITiou know'ft fuch words offend me'. 

{_/erious.. 
Rom. In defpite 
Of all my beft refolves my heart will rife 
Spontaneous to my lips. 

Her. If thou would'ft have 
Me prefent ftill, fpeak not in tender accents. 
Nor ever fay thou lov'ft me. 
Rom. [ajtde.'] Surely yet 
She hates me not — [/o Aw.] I fhall obey— What 
would'ft thou ? 
Her. I come from Romulus to implore a grace. 
Rom. A grace from me ! And muft thou yet be 
told. 
That from the moment I beheld thee firft, 
Thou hadft dominion o'er my heart and throne ; 
p'cr all— foi^ive me— I will curb my fondnefs. 

And 
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And never more tranfgrefe. 

Her. [ajide^ Be finn, Herfilia, 
And urge him to.receivc Valeria's hand. 

Rom. What would Herfilia ? Speak. 

Her. That Romulus 
Would deign from me to accept another bride. 

Rom. I?— I, Herfilia? \witk fw^ri/e. 

Her. Yes— I offer thee 
My friend Valeria. 

Rom. Me 1 {difturbaj. 

Her. Thou know'ft Valeria 
Deferves to ftiare thy heart. 

Rom. And doll thou thus, 
Ingrate, infult my love } Does then my ^th^ 
My candid truth and conftancy deferve 
This recompenfe ? And canft thou, cruel, thus 
Diftraft a heart that bears thy image grav'd ; 
Where, cruel as thou art, thou ftill (halt reign ? ' 

Her. [a^Je.'] Ye rigid Sabine laws ! fupport me 
flill. 

Rom. Give me another bride ! Almighty Powers! 
Could not thy cold indiiFerence then fuffice ? 
To heap contempt and anguiHi on the man 
Who li%'e3 not but in thee ! 

Her. [aJJe."] My breaking heart ! 

Rom. Infenfate as I was I I fondly deem'd 
My love return'd by thine : thofe broken accents, 
. Thofe 
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'Hiofe changing looks, involuntary tears. 
That feem'd to fpeak fome pallion ill conceal'd ; 
And thefe, Heriilia, were deception all ! [tenderly. 

Her. Ah ! thefe were no deception, [lendtrly. 

Rom. How, Heriilia ! 
And was I not deceived ? \wiih pUafing furpri/e. 

Her. [ajide^ Eternal Powers ! 
What have 1 faid ? 

Bam. Thou treafure of my foul ! 

\with warmth of affeOion. 
Is it then true ? And have I then thy love ? 

Her. O ! hold nor triumph o'er Herfilia's 

weaknefs. 

Rom. But could'll thou, loving Romulus, pro- 
pofe 
To him another bride ? 

Her. O ! Heavenly Powers ! 
No more diftia^ me — Could'ft thou read mj heart. 
Ah ! didft thou know how much it felt to make 
Tlie harfh propofal, (unav^ling effort 
Of tyrant duty !) which to thee appear'd 
A woman's cruel infult : fhould I tell thee 
What dreadful confliift of contending paffions 
Has rent my foul — Ah ! Romulus, 'twould raifc 
Thy pity and thy wonder. 

I^m. Rather fay 
My tendemefs and love. What mortal ever 
Was bleft like me ? The ador'd Herfilia's mine ! 
Beheld 



Diqiiii^dbyGoogle 



850 lOMVLtrS AMB UBBSIUA. [aCT IC 

Behold the lUr to blefs my growing empire 1 
O ! happy Rome ! 

Her. Alas ! it cannot be. 
Vuo is that hope — a hapt that mufi deceive thee: 
I never can be thine. 

Rom. Not mine, Heriilia I 
Say, what forbids it now ? 

Her. I am a daughter. 

Let this fuffice ; by thee fubdued. 

My rigour now is o'er : 
By thee my inmoft heart is view'd ; 

But ah ! exa<9 no more. 

Still conllant (hall my foul remain 

. Her duty to fulfil ; 
Though every effort prov'd in vain 

Her weaknefe to conceal. [,£«'• 

SCENE XI. 

Romulus ahne. 

Ah ! Romulus, no longer doubt thy triumph ; 
Thou haft conquer'd all Herfilia's rigid coldnefs : 
Her father (hall forget his enmity. 
And yield at length confent. Entreaties, offers. 
With every 'vantage j nothing (hall be left 
Untried to gain her. 

SCENE 
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SCENE XII. 

Enter Hostilius haftiy. 

Bqfi. Romulus, to arms ! 
Rom. What means Holltlius, ba ! 
Boft. Rome is in danger. 
Acrontes, mindlefs of thy generous treatment. 
Had fcarcely gain'd ht3 freedtmi whenhethreatm'd. 
With all his force conjoinM, to al^ the dty. 
Rem. What force is his ? 
Hofi. HUs Ceninenlian bands. 
All thefe in ambulh did he h(^d preparM 
In various quarters : at his fignal g^ren 
I law the neighbouring country fill'd with arms ; 
A thoufand unexpe£ted weapons blaze. 
And open'd banners Hreaming to the wind. 

Rom. The infenlate thinks to 6nd us ]inprepar'd : 
His punilhment ihall teach him other thoughts. 

igoing. 
Soft. I at thy fide— {^preparing to fallow. 
Rom. No : here reman, Hoftilius : 
Rome I intruft to thee. Defend thy country ; 
Defend HeifiUa : who can tell what next 
The traitor may attempt ? Some fecret guile. 
As yet to a£t, perhaps ranains behind. 

Go, 
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Go, but delay not. 
Hqfi, On my fiuth repofc. [Exit. 

SCENE XJII. 

Romulus alone. 

All thanks to thee, O God of arms ! to thee. 
Mother of mighty Love ! from whom my blood 
Derives its deathlefs fource. My luppineli 
Is all your gift, and yours the noble warmth 
That now my bofom feels : in every trial 
Be near me fiill, and let your &vouring prefence 
For me ftiU open every path to feme. 

Amidft the toils of arms I go 

A double wreath to find; 
And with the amorous myrtle (how 

The martial laiu^l twin*d. 

A vi6lor and a lover bleft. 

Shall I returning home. 
With either conqueft proudly grac'd, 

Triumphant enter' Rome. [EsU. 



SND OP THE SECOND ACT. 



ACT 
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ItOUltLOS AND dBBSltlA. 



A CT III. SCENE I. 

A wild part of the Palatine gardens^ , ammgfi High 
craggy rocks^ watered by a falling Jiream^ and 
Jhaded with a number of thick trees. 

Enter Curtius in ha^e. 

Where ihall I, find her ? Let me not negledl 
The profperous moment Fortune offers now— 
Behold ihe comes. 



SCENE n. 

Enter Herbilia. 

My deareft daughter, thanks 

To all the Gods I at length we may depart j 

The time is now arriv'd. 

Her. Alas ! you know not 
A dreadful battle rages now between 
The Romans and the Ceninenfian bands 
Behind the Palatine : the quarter there 
Is throng'd with arms and men, and every way. 
Barr'd from accefs to reach the Sabine land. 

Cur. Not all are bait'd. 

Her. Yes, doubt it not, my &ther : 

VOL. in. A A I from 
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I from my lofty dwelling view'd beneath 
The furious combatants ; and from the fight 
With terror flying—— 

Cur. Whit thy fear has form'd 
An obflacle to our intended flight. 
But makes it eafler. Rome, in tumult now, 
Pours all her numbers to die threatenM hiU, 
While, on the other fide, Tarpeia's rock 
Is left defertcd. Well thou know'ft the "Hber 
Runs at its foot : while on the fide oj^kmM 
The combat flill continues, we on dils 
May pafs the flream : the fiirther bank prefeno 
Etruria's fiietidly land ; fecurely thence 
. We to our native country may return. 

Ihr. Behold me ready to attend your fleps. 

Cur. No : here I leave with thee a trufty guide ; 
With him depart. My followers, now conceal'd, 
ColletEled tirfl, I'll join thee on the way : 
Nought can renuun to frufirate out defigni. 
Behold the fun is reddening in the weft : 
We, unobferv'd, may fafely go fh>m Rome j 
And where the river bathes Carmenta's gate 
A bark will tlien expeiSl us. 

Her. [ajidt^ Cruel paiting ! 

Cur. Thou trembleft flill — fear not, confide iti 
Ak; 

Tve weigli'd it all, Herfdia, and remov'd 

Whatc'cr 
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Whate'er might thwart our purpofe: calm once 

more 
TTijr troubled bofom : liberty is near. 

He breathes igain, who fees once more 
The lor^'d-for port he left before ; 
Wbo ne'er agun to view the flwre 

Had hop'd his wiih'd ictnrn. 
When pad the gloom (rf dreary night. 
We deem, an objeft dear to fight. 
The early beam of dawning light. 

That tells the approach of morn. [Exit. 

S C E N E III. 

Hbbsilia alone. 

O ! Tiber ! Rome ! and O ! delightful fliores 
On which I breath'd my earlieft fighs of love, 
! now forlake you ; but with you I leave 
My heart's far dearer part I How oft your name 
Will to my lips return t How oft my thoughts 
Haunt the dear paths of tbofe firequeated lulls I 
Unbieft Heifilia 1 nerer was a ftate, 
A deftiny fo croel — ^Yes, I know 
The Ibttl of Romulus ; and h^ hke him 
To vhom all, aU he kop'd has Heaven denied, 
Muft feel an anguilh that furpalTes mine. 
—Could I, ere yet I go, at leaft but learo— 

A A 2 SCENE 
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SCENE IV. 

Enifr Valeria. 

Valeria, tell nle — if thou know'ft — O ! tell me 
The fortune of the fight ; nor let me longer 
Remain in ajudous doubt. 

Fal. The fight is ended. 

Her. And who has conqaer'd ? 

yiiL Romulus had firft 
Obtain'd the palm. 

Her. But now ? 

fal. 'Tis yet Unknown 
Whofe brows the laft decifive wreath will crown. 

Her. Alas ! what means Valeria ? 

P^al. Patient hear, 
Thouftjalt know all. 

Her. Speak then. 

Fal The batde's fate 
Seem'd near determin'd, and on erery fide 
The foes, with broken ranks, no longer fac'd 
The Roman fwords : a thoufand figns declar'd 
Their courage loft ; and felling, as they fled 
They cruih'd each other with promifcuous flaugh- 

tcr ; 
When fierce Acrontes, bearing in his looks 
The rage of furies, 'nudil tlie wounded ftccds 

And 
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And gafping warriors, breaking through the tide 
Of fugitives, and trampling under foot 
The dead and dying, clear'd his defperate way. 
And cali'd from far on Romulus by name ; 
Then join'd him foon, and with infenfate'boldnefs 
Defied the vitStor to a fingle trial. 

Her. 0\ rafhnels !— What enfued ? 

Val. Our hero then 
Difdaining all advantage, with a glance 
Bade every warrior ceafe to wield his arms. 
The battle paus'd ; an ample fpace was left : 
Alone, with look fedate, he then advanc'd 
To meet the foe and anfwer to his challenge. 

Her. What follow'd then ? 

VaL Of that I know not yet. 
When he, from whom I learn'd what !'%'€ imparted. 
Had left the field the viiilory was doubtfiil. 

SCENE V. 

Enter HosTiLlus. 
Hofi. Tis fo no longer — Romulus has conquer'd. 
Her. Is it then true ? 
Hoft. Thyfclf flialt foon behold 
The firft rich trophies, borne by folemn vow, 
Jn triumph ofFer'd to the king of Gods. 

yal. The trophies !-^Hcaven ! Acrontes then— :■ 
Hofi, 
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flj>/?. By proof 
AcroDtes fbew'd how blinded ugt tauR yield 
To art and valour. All-adiirft for blood. 
He flrudc at randoDi, heedleli of defence. 
WUle Romulos flood wifely on his g\urd. 
And let the madmag wifte his flitiigth in vain. 
When now he few him panting, and pen:eiv'd 
His blows lefe fierce and frequent, clofe he prefs'd 
Tfa' enfeebled foe ; who yicldit^ to the ihoclt, 
Retreated flowly, trembled, reel'd and fell ; 
And falling, loft his fword : to him ferene 
The vifior hafted. ras'd him from the ground, 
And gave him back his weapon. 

Her. Generous prince ! 

Hojl. And foon forgetting enmity, he thought 
To ctafp him to his bofom, when he faw 
At him Acrontes ^m a treacherous blow : 
Then rons'd to wrath, all terrible he rufli'd 
Upon the traitor, drove the conquering flcel. 
As yet unftun'd with his perfidious blood. 
Deep dirough his bread, and lifelefs lefe the foe. 

Fill. O ! help me or I faint ! [^Jinis down. 

Her. Valeria, now 
Exert thy fortitude — A ftroke like this — 
— O Heaven ! my fether waits me. [afide.'] Thou, 

Hoftilius, 
Watch o'er a haplefs maiden. Give, my friend, 
From thee anothw proof of generou* lore : 
This pious ofEce well becomes Hoftilius. 

The 
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The gofli of fudden grief forgive, 

^nce love to thee ii known : 
Nor let the fiur un|Htied Ur« 

For forrowa like thy own. . 

If fhe muft ever hope in vain 

To fee her peace return ; 
Yet let her now at leail obtain 

The liberty to mourn. [Exit. 



SCENE VI. 

Val£SIA> Hdbtiuus. 

Ho^. Adofd Valeria ! fuffer me to own 
I envy him his fate, who thus receives 
The gltmous tribute of fuch precious tears. 

Fill, Hoftilius, go : too much I feel my fhame 
Tq view in thee fiich witneia of my weakness. 

Hofi. Thy will to me ia law ; but know, Valeria, 
I blame not thy diftrefsj and ihould I fpeak 
My fecret foul, perhaps a firmer heart 
Would charm me lefs, than foftnefs fuch as thine. 

Amidft thofe pearly drops of woe 
That trickling down thy features flow. 
Through which thine eyes more lovely fhow 
Thy 
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Thy tender heart appears. 
The charms of that enchantii^ face, 
Where pity blends a {bftenmg grace. 

More powerful feem in tears. [Emt. 

SCENE VII. 

VAI.ESIA aieme. 

Whom doft thou mourn, Valeria ? Ah ! this 
grief 
Makes tliee partaker in anotlier's guilt. [pM- 
Call, call to mind the errors of Acrontes, 
And call to mind thy wrongs — Awake thy virtue ^ 
Forget an impious — O ye Powers I to ftied 
Oblivion o'er a paflion long indulged. 
Demands ftill many a pang of lingering forrow ! 

One inftant may the afFe»ftions bind 

In love's refiftlcfs power ; 
But not one inAant can the mind 

To hberty reftore. 

The bird, though 'fcap'd the vicious fnare. 

The clammy juice retains : 
So feeble Virtue long will wear 

Her cuflomary chains. [.^': 



SCENE 
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SCENE VIII. 

ji fpadous ^art at the foot of the Palatine A///, 
decorated for the rmftiak with the Sabine dames. 
A magnijicmt flight of fiefs afcendmg to the palace 
of Romulus, fltuated on the hiU. 

^ numerous crowd of people ajfemhled to welcome 
the return of the viSor. Romulus enters crowned 
with laurel, preceded by the Lidtors and the Sa- 
bine prifonerSf with the trophies ofjlain Ackon- 
TBS, foUovjed hy his vi3orious army. 

Chorus. 

Our hero's glory to fuftain. 

Ye Gods ! your favour Ihow : 
O ! teach him every art to reign. 

And triumph o'er the foe. 

Still thrive the laurel that may frame 
The wreaths his brow fliall wear, 

^nd ever his viilorious name 
Let eartli and feas declare. 

Rom. O Rome ! in cbnqueft learn to read 

The future will of Fate ; 
What honour'd paths thy fons may lead 

To exalt the Roman Hate. 
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If fome the foul with knowledge fire ; 

To ftan their titles give ; 
Bid figur'd bronze with life refpire. 

And fcijlptur'd marble lire : 

For thee by fiieodij Fate de&ga'd 

ShiU Tiber Itwi procliinj. 
To exalt the lowly of mankiod. 

And haughty nations tune. 

Chobvs. 

Our hero's glory to fuflun. 

Ye Gods ! your fiivour fliow : 
O I teach him every art to reign 

And triumph o*er the foe. 

Rom. O ! Rome, in conquerii^, learn to read 
The future will of Fate 



SCENE IX. 

Enter Valbkia. in hajie. 

Fal. O ! help, my gracious lord ! thy prefence 
now 
Is necdiul to u* w e have foes in Rome. 
Rom. Ha I foes in Rome ? 
Fal. Alas ! *tis true. 
Rom. Say, where ? 

Fal. Towards Carmcntas* gate are all in arms : 
€ Scune 
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Some thither nin, while tome with terror fly ; 
And every moment wider fpieads the tumult. 
Horn. Follow me, Romans. 

SCENE X. 

Enter HoBTiLius. 

Hiifi. AH is now at peace^ 
Keferve your Talour for a nobler caufe. 

[to Bom. 

Rtm. What caufij— — ' 

HoJ. Would'ft thott beliereit, Romolns ? 
One has but now been found to make the attempt 
To bear Herlilia hence. 

jRom. But how, encUu'd 
Within the city, could the nvidier 
E'er hope to efcape ? 

Uojl. Already had he brib'd 
The guordj that wotch'd the gates, Imt coold ntt 

thus 
Deceive my vigilance ; my charge was g^ven 
The centinels fhould take their poll by turns ; 
And hence they never long remain'dthe lame. 
The traitor, coming with Herfilia, found 
The pafs defended, which he ftrove to fiwce. 
His followers all, though fiercely bent on con- 
quell. 
Were fl^ and he himfolf remain'd a prifoner. 

Pkl. 
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Fal. O ! wondrous daring ! 

Bern. And Herfilia then 

Ho/i. Herfilia panting then and wild with 
terror 

SCENE XI. 
£nfer Hebsilia. 
Her. Ah! Romulus, have pity — mercy! pardon! 
\_goes to kneel to Rom. 
Rom. O ! princefs, rife {^prevents ier."] What 
would'ft thou ? Calm thy terror. 
Thou art' now in fafety here. 
Her. Prcferve my fethcr : 
Preferve him from tlie foldicr's infolcnce ; 
Freferre him from the people*g n^. 
Rom. Thy father? 

Hofi. O ! Heaven ! was he who held thy hand, 
whofe valour 
FmarVd with wonder in the fight, was he-— 
Her. He is my fi^ther. 
Rom, Say Hodilius, thei) 
What has befallen him i . 

Hoji. He remains a prifoner. 
I de^m'd it prudent to fecure in him 
The means of more difcovery ; while his afpeA 
And valour claim'd refpe£l 
B/itn. But where is now 
The prince difpos'd ? 

Hujl, 
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ACT III.] JIOMUCUS AHD HBBSILIA. 365 

Hoft' I left him vmidH the giiard. 
Rom. Cdndud hini ioftant luther. 
Uoft. See— 4le'6 here. '. : ' ' . 

SCENE LAST. ■ 

Enter Cvsmina guartieJ. 

Rom. O ! Tsliant prince ! and mull our eomitjr 
For ever laft ? Sh^H daily caufe of ftrifc 
Divide too warlike nations, form'd ^y Heaven 
To rule the fubjetfl world ? Here end at length 
Our mutual hatred.' ;To its place reftor'd. 
Return thy honour'd veapon : thou art free. 
For Romulus has now no claim on Curdus. . 

Cw. {tifide^ Wkiltuh^ofttd' words are tfaefe 
. Ihear? m- f 

Ram. Thou an£wsr*ll not, O I prihce ! 

Her. [aJJe.'\ Alas ! my fether ' ' 
Remains implacable. 

Rom. Ah 1 fince thy power. 
With fuch a gift as Heaven, on-thee beftow'd. 
Can happinefs confer;- negletft-notnow- 
The bleft occaHon. Should'ft thou grant to me 
Herfflia's hand, what treafure would be mine. 
Mine by thy goodnefs I Aik me then whate'er 
A grateful heart can pay : thyfelf prefcribe 
The laws to bind our friendfliip ; Curtius, then 
Dire6l my future fate. 

5 Cur. 
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306 aotrOLV* Ain> aufiitA. [aci* m. 

Cur. laJJe.'] O! nrigJityGodsI 
Why was not Rtnnuhn ft Satnne bam t 

Her. [afitie.'] Alul heftUlUfilent. 

Rom. Speak, Heifilia. 

Her, O 1 Hecpcn ! What can I £ay ? I am a 
daughter ; 
I know my Cither's wiU> and this to obey 
I aead not tell thee is my fifA of dnticA. 

Rom. My fate b thendedded ; fince no lels 
His filence, than thy fpeech, declares his pur- 

pofe. 
Ah ! Curdns ! eterj hope I fee is vain 
To fbake dty conftancy. Thoi^ nouf;^ avails 
To conquer Curtins, ftill to me lemains 
llie ooAqoflft o*CT mybiL CSo hence in Eeedom, 
And bear thy daughter to hernatbre laud. 

Qtr. And doft than then neftore Hei61i4 to 
me? 

Rom. I do. 

CV. OGods! 

Rmh. a lover and bdor'd, 
A conqueroTi I reftore her to thy arms. 

Gtr. [aJJe.'] O I virtue .tiorc than human ! 

Rom. O ! fercwell ! [to Her. 

Farewell my only joy 1 Heaven ftill prcfervc 

thee 
TTiy fcx's pride, thy noble father's honour. 

My 
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ACT UI.] lOHOLVI AMU MMMSUUA. 30? 

My foul's fond worfhip and the wodd's ex- 
ample. 

fftf. [ajde.'] S^port me, Hcaren ! 

Gtr. \ajde^ And who cftn hate this Roman ? 

Rom. Yet fpeak, O ! prince, at leail vouchfafe 
aloQk 
Eire yet we part ; and ttnce thou will not owii 
A Other's name, yet ddgn to part a fiiend. 
And let our former enmity fubfide. 

Cur. Enough, enough, my fon, Herfilia*t 
thine ; 
Thou haft conquered. 

Rom. Do I dream ? 

Her. Can this be true ? 

Cur. Ihavenotinthisbofom, O! tny children, 
A heart of flint. Who loves not Romtdus 
That knows his virtues ? Love him, my Herfilia, 
I love him too, adore him, and am thankful 
To Heaven that iaT'd me for fo bleft a day. 

Rom. O ! happy Rome ! 

Her. My father and my huiband ! 

Chorus. 

Ye Gods ! whofe power direfls below 

111' events of mortal men ; 
By whom their fortunes mingled flow. 

The cloudy and ferene. 

Propitious 
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108 ROUULVS AND HBUltlA. [aCT I 

Propitious days by you be given 

To blefs this ^thfiil pair ; 
Since nuptial chuns for thefe in Heaven 

Were framM beneath your care. 



£HD OF THB THIAD ACT. 
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PERSONS OP THE DRAMA. 



JOSBTR. 

Bbwjahin, ^ 

JfcDAH, l his Brethren* 

SllCXON, 3 

AiBNBTHA, ^ife to Joseph. 
Thanbtes, Confidant of Josbph. 

Chokus of Jacob's Sons. 
SCBHB, Mbhfbis. 
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THE DISCOVERY OF JOSEPH. 



PART THE FIRST. 

Joseph, Thanetes. 
Jof. None of the Hebrew brethren yet return'd ? 
Than. None yet, my lord. 
Jof. Haft thou difpatch'd, to explore 
The public ways ? 

Than I have ; but lent in vuti 
Full many a meflenger. 

Jof. Yet not fo far 
Is Mambre's valley from rhefe regal walls, 
But fmce they parted hence, their tardy feet 
Might long ere this have meafur'd back the 
way. 
Than. Forgive me, if I know not what to think 
Of fuch concern : a few poor fimple ftiepherds 
Appear an objc6l far beneath your care. 
Jof. \afide7\ Thanetes little thinks thefc fimple 
ihepherds 

Arc 
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372 THE DHCOVEBY Of JOSEPH : [PABT I. 

Are Jofeph's brethren — [to him."] — I'm offended, 

friend. 
To find myfelf deceiv'd : to thefe I gave 
In charge to bring with them, at their return, 
Young Benjamin, old Jacob's latell bom. 
Thou hcard'ft with what unwilling lips they 

vow'd 
To do my bidding. 

TTSdn. But your wifdom well 
Sccur'd compliance, by detaining one 
A hoftagc for thar faith : if this ftiould M, 
The force of famine mull ^in compel 
Thefe Hebrews back. The barren provinces 
Yield not fufflcient nurture to fuAain 
The pale inhabitants : the blighted com 
Dies in the blade, or ihoots not from the foil. 
The feeble fliepherd moums his leffening flock, 
The femifh'd cattle chew the unfavoury ftubble 
Unmeet for nourilhment : the hufbandman, 
With trembUng feet, each field ex{dores in vmd 
For life-fuftaining food; while Memphis only 
(Such thanks to you we owe) abounds with 

plenty 
Of well-ftor'd harveft, and the affliifted world 
To fly from famine, all repair to Eg>'pt. 

Jo/. If Benjamin, a viiftim to the rage 
Of envious brethren, Oiould no longer live. 
What hopes to fee him here ? 

Than. And whence, my lord, 

Cai) 
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VAHTI.] A SACRED DHAMA. 873 

Can fuch fufpicions rife within your breafl ? 

J»f. Tlie boy was Jacob's hope. 

Than. What then ? 

Jof. Myfelf, 
Myfelfj like him, have known the calumny. 
The treacherous wiles of deep fraternal envy. — 
O 1 powerful King of Heaven ! proteA and fave 
him. 

Than, What means this tendemefi for one xm- 
known? 

Jof. My life with Benjamin's is nearly pair'd. 
His fortune bids me recollect my own. 

By imure to companion movM> 

We feel the griefs of thofe, 
Whofe baplefs deftiny has prov'd 

The touch of kindred woes. 

Afympathy the heart conftrains 

To pity the diflreft ; 
When, byourown, we judge thep^ns 
lliat rend another's breaft. 

Than. And this, fliall this fuffice to make yon 
wretched ! 
Alas ! how true, that here on earth is found 
No perfe6i happinefs : ftw if to pafs 
From life's word evils to the higheft rank 
Of human honours, be indeed a bleffing, 
Who Ihould hkc you rejoice \ A flave, a llranger 
1 You 



Diqiiii^dbyGoogle 



57-* THE D18C0VBET OP JOSEPH : [pAftT I. 

You came to Memphis ; flandcr'd by abafe 
Unhatlow'd tongue and bound in cruel chains. 
Your life was forfeited, when righteous Heaven 
Declar'd itfelf for Jofeph : fiiture time 
Was open'd to your view : to one your words 
Greatnefs prefag'd, to one they mcnac'd death. 
All Memphis heard your prophefies : the king 
Perplex'd recurr'd to you ; your wifdom folv'd 
His anxious doubts ; difclos'd the impending evils. 
And (hew'd the remedies : th' event declar'd 
Your counfels juft. Behold you now remov'd 
From prifon to the palace ; fee your fetters 
Exchang'd for glittering gems and coftly robes. 
Sublimely feated on the regal car, 
You pafs thofe ways, which once your feet had 

trod 
A fhackled prifoner ; hear your name proclwn'd 
The SAVIOUR OF mankind. Now miniftcr 
Of king and people, ripe witli blooming honours. 
Rich in a beauteous offspring, bleft by all 
The grateful world, and highly lov'd of Heaven, 
It fecms that nought is wanting to your wifties ; 
And yet amidft this xmexampled flow 
Of earthly bleflings, your inventive mind 
Can for itfelf create unthought-of evils. 

Did every outward feature (how 
The inward pangs of fecret woe. 
How oft would thofe our pity know. 
That now our envy move. 

•Twould 
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FASTI.] A 8ACBBD PKA&U. 3^5 

'Twould then be feen, in maay a breaft. 
What cracl foes their peace moleft ; 
And thofe, who feem to us fo bleft. 
As wretched then would prove. 

Jof. Thanetes, go — Afenetha approaches. 
Forget not my command : if Jacob's fon». 
If Benjamin fhould come, return with fpeed 
To welcome their arrival. 

Than. I obey. 
My gracious lord, henceforth be to yourfclf 
What you are ilill to others ; every comfort 
You give to them, but to yourfelf diflrefs, 
You heal another's pains, but feed your own. 

AsENETHA, Joseph. 

Afm. My confort, is Afenetha permitted 
To aik a boon. 

Jof. The doubt, my love, offends me. 

A/en. Releafe the Hebrew prifoner from his 
bonds. 

Jof. Simeon ? 

Afen. The fame. 

Jof. But what excites thy pity 
For one thou know'ft not ? 

Afem. And what rigour, fay, 
Has mov*d you to the punWhmcnt of one. 
Who ne'er to you was guilty ? 

Jof, 
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ftJrS THB DilCOVBlf OF J08BPH : [pABt I. 

Jf^. And how know'ft duni 
That he is innocent ? 

4fen. Hia cnmc I fee not : 
His punifhment is prefent to my li^t. 

Jof. And is it Icfs a crime becaufe unknown ? 

Afm. But yet it merits fure> forgive me Jofeph, 
A judge more merciful. 

Jof. But not uDJuA. 

Afm. Alas ! my lord, without the touch of 

Juflicc were cruelty. 

Jof. And but for juflicc, 
Rty were weaknefi. 

^m. Let U3 imitate 
The CAUSE of Att, who ftieds his kindly rain 
Alike on good and wicked : equal hb 
Wills that his blelTed fun fliould fhine on both. 
Jof. Who fecks to be like him, fometimes maft 
fcourge, 
For their corre<3ion, thofe whom moA he loves. 
Afm. But what you feel for Simeon, pardon 
fir. 
By outward figns more hatred feeme than love. 
Jof. Condemn me not too Ipon. How x^ is 
man 
To judge of others harftily ! Wretched fruit 
Of blind felf-love ! The blame we caft. on oth«s 
I« flattery to our pride : we feem to gain 

That 
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VABT I.] A SACKED DRAMA. 3^7 

That which we take from them ; and ever feek 
To find companions of our faults in others> 
Or &ults which we have not ; and hence it comes 
We change the names of things: fear, in our- 

fclves. 
Is pradence calFd, and meannefs, modefty. 
But feen in others, modefty is meannefs^ 
And prudence fear. 'Tis hence we ever prove 
So partial to ourfelves ; and hence it comes 
With flow beUcf wc joia die voice trf praife. 
While cenfure ever finds our open ear. 

Ah ! fUll with hafty judgment fear 

To view anodier's deed ; 
For what may cruelty appear. 

From mercy may proceed. 

More cautious weigh whate'er can move 
Your thoughts to van furmife : 

As cruelty may mercy prove. 
So mercy may chaftife. 

Afen. If you reiufe to fet the prifoner free. 
At leaft confent to hear him : this, my lord. 
You will not fure deny. 
Jof, I grant thy fiut : 
Bring Simeon hither, [/o a fervani\ IJttle does 

fhe know 
The fccret treafon once employ'd agMnft me ; 
That Simeon is my brother and my foe. \afide. 
AJetu 
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37« THE DlSCOVEar O* JOSEPH : [pAMT I. 

Afen. Thus by his fpeech, his adiion and his 
looks 
You may divint his innocence or guilt. 

Jq/l Fallacious iigns, Afenetha, arc thefe. 
Tis not for us to penetrate the fecrets 
That lurk within the heart : the mortal fight 
Views but the outward femblance : God alone 
Beholds the foul of man. 

j(fm. But oft the foul 
That afluates life, imprefles on the body 
Such ilrong emotions, that the pailions lie 
Unveird, and looks and gefhires fpeak the man, 

E^h tree will by its aSpeA fliow 

Whate'er defe£t is hid below : 

By leaf and fruit and flower we know 

What from the eye the root conceals. 
In vain the face may features wear 
To veil the mind's corroding care ; 
While borrow'd fmiles would peace declare, 

A look the war within reveals. 

Joseph, Asenetha, Simeon. 

Jof. See, Simeon comes — [ajide.l O ! could he 
but divine 
That Jofeph lives in me — Eternal Juflice ! 
Behpld him in my power ; behold him bound, 
Bound in a brother's chuns whofe life he fought ! 
7 —Shepherd, 
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rART I.] A SACBED DRAMA. 3yQ 

— Shepherd, draw near. 

Sim. Thus proftrate, mighty lord. 
Thus humbly at your feet 

Sim. [afideJ\ Sure that voice — 
What me^s that likenefs ? Wherefore do I trem- 
ble? 
Why have I loft all courage ? 

A/en. Speak. 

Sim. I dare not : 
I feel, I feel in prefence of your lord 
A fudden coldnefs freezing at my heart. 

Jo/. [afiJe.'] Remorfe has touch'd him, yet he 
knows not why. 

Jqf. Shepherd, thy name — r- 

Sim. Thou know'ft it well — 'tis Simeon. 

Jo/ Thy country i 

Sim. Carra. 

Jo/ And thy fether ? 

■Sim. Jacob. 

Jo/ Thy mother ? 

Sim. Leah. 

Jo/ Who are thofe that came 
With thee companions at tliy firft arrival ? 

Sim. My brethren. 

Jo/ Was not Jacob then a father 

To 
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SM TBI PISCOTEHY OF JOSEPH : [pAHT I. 

To more than thefe i 

Sim. Alas ! alai I he was : 
The beauteous Rachael bore him other fons. 

Jof. Their names were ? Say. 

Sim. Jofeph and Benjamin. 

Jo/i Why came not thefe with the« ? 

Sim, The youngeft ftay'd 
To cheer his aged father. 

Jof. And the elder ? 

Sim. 1 powerful God ! — the elder- 
Jo/: Speak — ^what follows ? 

Sim. I know not what befel 

Jo/: [ajde.'] But well I know. 

Afen. \afide^ The colour leaves hb cheek. 

Jof. Tell me at leaR— 
Does Jofeph live } 

Sim. His father mourns his death. 

Jof. Is he then dead ? 

Sim. To us his fate's unknown. 

Jof. Thy words but ill agree. 

Shn. Yet truly fpoken. 

Jof. But what was Jofeph's fortune ? 

Sim. Mighty lord, 
Speak not of Jofeph more — his name alone 
Is tenfold anguifh to the heart of Simeon. 

Jof 
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rUT I.] A SACBBD DKAHA. 361 

Jof. What crime has he committed ? 

Sim. None — O ! none. 

Jof. Perhaps, ungrateful to a tender &ther, 
Falfe to his brethren's love, with impious guile 
He fought your lives, and merits now your hatred. 

Shn. O ! he was innocent; was juft to all — 
Ah ! fir, what have you aik'd ? How wak'd re - 

membrance 
To dreadful images ! Difmils me hence ; 
For pity's lake diimifs me to my dungeon : 
You know not how you rack me — O ! that look 
Has wither'd all my ftrength, and every queftion 
Infixes in my breafl a thoufand flings. 

O ! oiighty God I I now behold 
The tears that down his features roll'd ; 

The tears of innocence and truth. 
I hear his fighs, I hear him mourn. 
Thus &om a lire's embraces torn. 

In fdl the bloom of early youth. 

Jof. \afid»^ My foul is mov'd ! — O ! let me 

now, to give 
His forrows cafe, reveal the brother— no— > 
Time is not yet mature— [/o 1nm\ Thy doubtfiil 

words 
Increale my firft fuTpicions ; while to this 
Thy brethren's long delay— — 

Joseph, 
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THE DISCOVERT OP JOSEPH : [pAHT I, 



Joseph, Abenetha, Simeon, Thanetes. 

Tian. His brethren, fir. 
Arc now aniv'd. 
Jqf. And Benjamin f 
T^aa. Behold him ; 
Obferve that ftripling who with tardy fteps 
Now lags behind the reft, 

Jo/l [looking out."] O ! powerful nature ! 
How do I trace in him a mother's likenefs ! [afiJe. 
— ^Thanetes, go ; prepare the friendly banquet : 
Let Simeon be releas'd from bonds, and you, 
Yc ihepherdsj now draw near — \afide.'\ Betray me 

not. 
My yearning heart ! 

JTOSBPH, ASEXKTHA, SiMBON, ThANKTES, Jff- 

DAH, Benjamin, and the rtfi of Joseph's 
hrethren. 

Judah. Our promife, mighty lord, 
Behold fulfill'd : behold us once again 
Thus proftrate at your feet : then caft afidc 
Your foimer doubts, and now vouchfafe to take. 
With every zealous vow of grateful homage, 
Thefe prefents ofFer'd here. 

Jof. What prefents ? Say. 

Judah. 
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MBT I.J A SACBBD DHAMA. 3&3 

Jiidab. Accept our humble thbute herCf 
The balm of niAny an odorous tear 

DifUlIing from the Arabian tree ; 
The liquor fweet, as cryftal clear. 

The produce of the labouring bee. 
Iq gifts like thefe no wealth is fhown ; 
But what we give we boaft our own. 

The fruits of limple ioduftry. 

Jof. I take your ofFer*d prcfcnta: rife, my 
friends. 
Say, b your Either well ? The hoary Jacob 
Of whom ye fpake, iay does the good man live ? 
Judah. He lives, your fervant lives, but bow'd 
beneath 
The weight of years. 

Jof. And Benjamin, the youth 
Of whom ye fpake ? 
Judah. Behold him here. 

Jo/. My fon 

{ajde.'] O ! how his light alone a5<>£b my 
foul ! 
* [;o iim^ Heaven ! O my fon, be watchful o'ef 
thy days, 
A»d keep thee ftill.— [o/fj*.] O God ! what fud- 

den tumult 
Of burlting pailion ! [fo iim^ Still, my fon, pre- 
fervB ■ 

lajde.'] 
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3S4 THE Disc*vEBT OP ;osBpa : [past z. 

[afidf^ My eyes o'erflow with tears 1 can no 

longer 
Reftimn their courfe — O ! let me feek eUewhere 
To hide me from their prefence. 

[retires with TYiuietei. 



JuBAH, SiHEON} Bbnjauih, and the re0 of the 

hretkren. 

Benj. Does he then 
Abruptly leave us thus ? 

Judah. I know not^ brethren. 
What mean thole broken accents. 

Sim. Ah ! too furcly 
He has till now conceal'*!, beneath the veil 
Of placid looks, the anger in his bofom. 

Judah. Who knows for us what Fate has next 
prepar'd ? 

Bftfj. Whither, my brethren, would you lead 
me now ? 

Sim- We merit all we feel : for Jc^ph's fufier" 
ings 
The Almighty now purfues us : prayers and lean 
Alas ! avail'd not him. 

Judah, In v^n I urg'd. 
Touch not the guiltlefs youth, andlo I from us 
His blood is now rcquir'd, 

JOBAff* 
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PART I.] A SJICICBB DIAXA. dSft 

JUDAH, S[MBON> BbnJAMINj the refi of 
Joseph's hretkrm, Thaubtes. 

Than. Shephdda, taj lord 
Requires yourprefence ; he would have you (hare 
"With him the fodal banquet. 

Sim. Ah 1 feme fiiare 
Is furely laid for our unhifipy live jr. 

Bmj. O ! what a day is this \ 

Judah. O r fetal banqttet I 

Tham Why loiter thus ? Come fliepherds, let 
us go. 

Judah, SiHBOff, Benjamin", and the refi rf 
JosEia'a hrefkren. 

4U, Great God of lira^l ! hear ; defend thy 
people. 

Chorus, 
Great God of Abraham ! we confcfs our guilty 
But we are ftill thy people : deal not then 
Thy judgments ftridUy ; for before thy fight 
What hTing foul Hiall e'er be juftify'd ? 
And whither, whither Ihall wc fly to ftiuA 
A God incens'd but to a gracious God ? 
Our hopes, oilr fean, oi> thee alike depend. 
On thee our Judge, our Father and o^ Friend 4 

ENP OP THE FIRST PART, 

TOi, (11, c c PART 
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tSd THB PUCOTKBT OF JOIBPH : 



PART THE SECOND. 

Joseph, Thanetes. 

Jnf. Haft thou obferv'd my biddii^ ? 

Than. All is done. 
From me the Hebrew brethren h*ve rcceiT-d 
The com fhou gav'd in charge, and in the portion 
Conlign'd to Benjamin I have conccal'd 
The filver chalice, us'd by thee at banquets 
And folemo augfiries ; and this to them 
Unknown, the ihepherd^ are with joy departed ; 
But from amongft thy menials one at difiance 
Piirfued their fteps ; and fcarce they fhall hare 

pafs*d 
The city's gates, when he will feize and queftioif 
Of their imputed theft, and then conduct thetn 
As criminals before thee. 

Jof. As I bade. 
Thou duly haft difchug'd — but whence the 

wcwider 
Thy looks declare ? 

Than. Who would not, gracious lord. 
But marvel at the ftrange difcordant pailions^ 
Which I have mark'd in yon ? I've fcen you loft 
In tender feelings and inflam'd with anger, 

AU 
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TXHf It.] A SICSED DBAUA. 38? 

All in the felf-fame moment. As a fiiend 
You welcome Jacob's fons, and then confus'd 
Abraptly leave them : to the feftive banquet 
You bid them guefts, and then with fecret fnares 
Would feem to feek their ruin. Benjamin 
You have diftinguiih'd by a thoufand tokens 
Of tendernefs and love ; and yet on him 
Would fix'dthe proof of this imagin'd crime. 

Jq/l Tis not permitted thee, Thanetes, yet 
To fethom Jofeph's thoughts. Go, bring once 

more 
Thefe shepherds to my fight. Without enquiry 
To know my counfels, blindly thou obey 
My will imqueftion'd, tho' obfcurc ; nor think 
On thee my laws too rigidly impos'd. 
Each man, by foetal compact, muft befubjeft 
To powers fupcrior : thefe degrees are fram'd 
By God's high ordinance, and he whofe will 
Refills his mightier's will, rcfifls his God. 

T^an. My zeal would not be rafh, but wheri 
permitted 
Would humbly fpeak, or filehtly obey. 
Thy laws I honour, nor am yet to learn 
What duties fuit the ftation of Thanetes. 

The fervant ill his lord obeys. 
And forfeits all a fervant's praife, 
Who each command prefuming weighs. 
And firft approves or blames. 

c c 2 He 
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I THE DISCOVBBY OF JOSEPH: [pUlT II, 

He flights th' eternal laws that bind 
The various ftatkms of mankind, 
Who, mindlefs of his place aHign'd, 
Him&lfa judge proclwns. 



Joseph alone. 

O ! thou ETBBH&L TBUTH ! who read*ft the 
fircrcts 
Of every heart, thou Itnow'A if e'er I cheriib'd 
AgEunft my brethren aught of fell revenge. 
Almighty Power I for ever from my breaft 
Avert fuch dire delign, which ftill returns 
To plague its author ; which employ'd on tfaofe 
Above oar firength, is folly ; oa. our equals. 
At leafi is dangeroos : and on thofe beneath us, 
Is abjefl tyranny. The feign*d refentment 
My features wore, fought only bom my brethren 
Repentance forthepaft t I only wifh'd 
To fet before them all the dreadful fufiWings, 
To which the wicked tend, that thus the fear 
Of juft reproach awaiting on guilty deeds, 
Might henceforth teach them to abhor the crime. 

A mother fuch refentment wears. 

Soft pity in her eyes ; 
£ach moment threats, but llill forbears 

Her darling to chaflife. 
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She lifts her hand, but lifts in Tain, 
For ere her hand defcends. 

In nB. to ilrike, her love reftrains. 
And love the flroke fufpends; 



Joseph, Asenetha. 

ji/en. Alas! my lord, too truly have you 
fpoken ; 
I now reproach my own too eafy faith, 

Jof. What fince has chanc'd ? 

jf/m, Tis now a time for rigour. 
Thy gu'efts ungrateful, who but late have left us. 
By fraud contriv'd to fteal the facred chalice 
Employ*d by thee to read events to come. 

Jo/. What fays Afenetha ? 

j^/ea. Ifpeak buttruth. 
When by thy menials fciz'd, they firmly firft 
Denied the charge. " Let him, whoe'er is guilty. 
Let him (they cry'd) be punifh'd, let him die ; 
And let the reft remain in Egypt flaves." 
Thy minifters purfued their fearch, and found 
The unworthy theft conccai'd amid'ft the corn 
Confign'd to Benjamin. The brethren then 
Lofl all their courage : breathlefs, pale and filent. 
Without defence, they all with one accord 
Their vefhires rent and wept in floods of anguilh. 
Jqf. Perhaps they are not guilty. 
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Afm. Do my words 
Deferve fo little faith ? 

Jof. It was but now 
You thought them innocent, and now affinn 
That you were then deceiv'd. Who knows but 

foon 
You may, Afenetha, repeat the fame, 
And call your prefent thought a new deception. 

Afm. Forgive me, confort, fure your frequent 
docibts 
Are carried to the extreme. 

Jof. And yet we never 
Exert fufficient caution : outward objefts 
Are known but dimly by the foul, endos'd 
" Witliin this wall of flefti." Our partial know- 
ledge 
The fenfes give, fallacious minifters ! 
For thefe are ever fubjeift to millake : 
Yet, on their faith, we pardon or condemn 
With doubtful judgment. 

A/en. Ever muft the foul 
Remain uncertain of the truth ; and live 
Blind in her ftate of darknefs ? 

Jof. Yes, in vain 
We hope for light, unlefs in him we feck it. 
The fole, immutable, eternal fount 
Of light eternal ! him the firft, the greateft, 
Tlie caufe of everj' caufe : in whom alone 

We 
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We move and live ; who centers iii himfelf 
Whate'er is good ; light, fpiiit, peace andjufticci 
And wilUom infinite, and truth and life ! 

ji/en. What heavenly fplendor lightens in thjr 

features ! 
While, as thou fpeak'ft, thine accents ftrike my 

fenfe 
With more than mortal founds ! I fliake with awi 
To hear thy Toice, and while thy foul feems ni[it 
To God's high prefence, here 1 1^ below 
And feel the clog of this " fin-t^ted mold." 

As loft in gloomy woods I ftray, 

I view befide me pale Difmay, 
Nor know what path muft yet be tried; 

O ! thou, m^y fun, reveal thy light ; 

For who but thee can lead me rights 
My faithful counfellor and guide ? 

Joseph, Aseketha, Thaketes, Judah, Simeon> 
Benjamin, anJ the rejl of Joseph's brethren'. 

Than, Behold the criminals. 

^fen. See where they lie, 
Strctch'd humbly at thy feet; 

Than. And not a tongue 
Dares break the folemn fileace^ 

Jttf. Thoughtlefe men, 

What 
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What have ye done? Infenlatei not to know 
My fkJll in dinnttion. 

Judah. Mighty lord, 
How fliall we aniwer? What can words avail ? 
What plead in our behalf ? Th* Eternal Power 
Too well remembers now onr paA offences-" 
This day exacts the forfeit. — Mghty God ! 
I feel thy hand arenging : weQ I fee 
Thefecret workingt of thy juftice, ann*d 
Agunft the hidden deeds of finiiil man. 

Behold the man with guilt oppreft I 

By day, by night be mourns ; 
By thee, his confcience, ne'er at icfl» 

With flames unceaiing bums. 
Till CTcry treafon in his breaft 

Upon himfelf returns. 

Jof. Forbid it heaven, that Jofeph e'er fliould 
take 
Su(;h rigorous meafures. No, the theft was prov'd 
On Benjamin : let him alone remain 
With me in fervitude j and you, ye brethren, 
Return in freedom to yoiu* father's piefence. 

Ju^h. How can we e'er return to Jacob's fight ? 

Bmj. Return, return I and I alone remain 
A Have in E^^pt ? 

Jof. Only thou : the reft 
This ioflant muft depart. 

Bm)^ 
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Baij. A Utdc ftajr: — 
Ah ! Judah, tell me, Judah, is it thus 
You keep your promife given ? At leaft, my 

brethren, 
Refiife me not one tender kft wnbrace. 
Alas 1 you all depart, and leave me here 
A guildefs prifoner I What will now become 
Of Jacob, ^d Jacob, when he learns 
The £tte of Bei^amin his darling child ? 

If yet your breafts compaffion know, 
And feel a wretched hrothei^s woe. 
For me to m<mnung Jacob go. 

And kils fcr me a Other's hand. 
Tell him his child alive remains. 
And Aill iot him his loirc retains -^— 
But tell lum not I live in chains, 

A flave, O ! Heaven, in Egypt's land ! 

Jof. [aJJe.'] Be ftill my beating heart ! 

JaJai. And is there none. 
No hope to appeafe you ? 

Jof. None : the word is given 
And mull be now obeyed. 

JuJai. Hear me at leall 
Without refentment : hear me, gracious lord. 

Jef. What canil thou fay? Difpatch. 

Judah. You well remember 
When fiift I came to Memphis. 

Jo/. 
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Jof. I remember 
I gave thee then in charge to bring before ' me 
Thy brother Benjamin : thou mad'ft reply. 
His mourning father will not live, depriv'd 
Of him, hia age*» hope. I anfwer'd tlien : 
Think not without the child to fee me more. 

Judak, On tlus condition we return'd to Jacob. 
Again he urg'd us to revifit Egypt : 
" In vain" (I cry'd) " our journey, if the youth. 
If Benjamin remwi." " And how (he f^d) 
Can Jacob live, depriv'd of all bis fons } 
Alas I alas ! I bore of Rachel's love 
Two pledges otdy : one, O ! Heaven ! the firil. 
Was made to favagc beafts a bleeding prey : 
You knew it well, for you, my fons, you brought 
The fatal tidings — him I faw no more I 
If now this fecond leave me, fliould fome chance, 
Some difmal chance, o'ertake him on the way. 
You haften to the grave my hoary age." 
Meantime the famine now increas'd : what then. 
What then could wretched Jacob ? If he flill 
Retain'd his Benjamin, he died with want ; 
And (hould he part from Benjamin, the grief 
Of fuch a parting kills him ; " O ! my father," 
(I thus at length) " O ! fatlier moft belov'd 1 
To me intruft him : if I fee thy face 
Without the child, to all fuccecding time 
Impute to me the guilt." He heard, believ'd 
My plighted faith. I parted arid fuliiU'd 

5 Your 
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Your ftriiS command. Nowhearme, graciouslord; 
Thou art a father and hall been a fon : 
O ! for a moment to thyfelf tranfplant 
Thy fervant's feelings : can I ftand before 
My father's fight without his trufted pledge ? 

Ah ! no O ! then let Benjamin return 

To forrowing Jacob ; I, and I alone, 
Will here in fervitude for him remain : 
Ah ! rather let me fufFer all, than witnefs 
The frantic ravings of paternal forrow. 
Jof. [ajde.'j My heart is rent — I cannot bear-i- 
Judah. Ah ! why, 
Why doft thou hide thy face ? Alas ! in pity. 
If not for me, yet fure a wretched lather 

At lead may claim it O ! my gracious lord. 

Had you been prefent at this cruel parting ! 

It feem'd as if his life and darling fon 

At once were raviih'd from his aged breaft. 

** Farewell" (he cried) and once ag^n embrac'd 

him; 
Again to this, to that he recommends 
The weeping innocent ; then calls on Rachel, 
Then recoUeifts his Jofeph ; finds them both 
Trac'd in the features of his Benjamin ; 
And finds in them his every lofs renew'd, 
All ! — all ! — ^you weep — what means this gracious 

fign? 
Our woes have touch'd your heart — O ! mighty . 

God? 

Improve 
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Iihprove thofe kindly tears. 

Jof. Enough, enough — 
I can no longer hold — my deareft brethren. 
Know your own blood — I here abandon all 
My late aflum'd refentment— coriie, O ! come. 
Come to your brother's bofcan— I am Jpfeph. 

Judah, Jofeph ! 

Benj. Eternal God ! 

Sim. Ah ! wretched we, 
Where fliall we hide us now ? 

Than. O ! ftrange events ! 

Afm. Moft wonderful ! 

Jof, No, let not the remembrance ' 

Of Jofeph fold to bondage now affli^ yoQ ; 1 
To that event, both ^ypt and yourfelves 
' Have ow'd your prefervation : to this land 
God fent me firll but to jH'epare your way. 
Ketum, rcturo, my brethren, to your father. 
Tell him the greatnefs of his fon, and tell hint 
To hafte and fhare it with me. Silent fiill ? 
Perhaps you yet may doubt me ? Anfwer, Judah. 
Simeon, be comforted : draw near, my brother. 
My Benjamin ! 

Afen. Was ever feen, Thanetes, 
A fpeflacle like this ? Obfcrve how all 
The impatient brethren crowd around my lord. 
While mingled paffions flrive in every face 
Of fear and gladuefs : On his forehead one 

Imprints 
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Imprints an eager kifs ; that, on his hand ; 
This on his cheek, and that his veft, whilft he 
With equal warmth would aafwer all thdr loves 
And ^ve them all himfelf. Their tongues can find 
No words difbni^ and in th' excefs of joy, 
Inftead of wOTds, ibcy mmgle tender tean. 

How well tbofe ftru^Ung p^fioos fhow. 

What langiu^e fcarce reveals : 
From fuch a filence well I know, 

Whate'er the breafi conceals. 

A joy finccre requires not words 

Its feelings to difclofe ; 
And little ^d the tongae affords 

When blifs the heart o'erflows. 

JaJai. O ! merciiiil as juft ! 

Sim. O ! generous brother ! 

SenJ. O \ happy Joleph I 

Judah. Ix> ! thy dreams ace now 
At length fulfiird. 

Sim. Eternal Providence ! 
To thee all human wifdom is but foUy. 
By U3 was Jofeph fold left future time 
Should fee us fubje£l to him ; and behold 
Hie £une unfeeling a6l that gave him bonds. 
Has brought us here to worfhip at his feet ! 

Judah. SoGoD, the great difpofer of events. 
In wifdom plans, that they who moft oppofe, 

2 Fulfill 
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Fulfill his fecret pxirpofe. 
Jof. O ! my brethren, 
The ftrange viciffitudes of Jofeph's life 
Muft veil fome fecret truths. To you I came 
In love finccre, commiffion'd ftom my father ; 
You fought my death ; you fold me for a price 
To rude barbarians : then, a flave in Egypt] 
Accus'd and innocent, I bore the fhame 
Without defence, and fuffer'd puniflimcnt 
Due to my falfe accufer : plac'd between 
Two haplefs criminals ; to one my lips 
Fredidlcd death, to one a happier change. 
In friendfhip now with them^ fo late my foes, 
I minifter*d the food of life to them 
Who fought my death, I heard myfelf proclaim'd 
Thb saviour op THE EARTH. Am I the image 
Of one far greater ? Sure fome mighty work 
Is ripening now, and Jofeph's life is given 
A type and fhadow by myfleriou* Heaven. 

Chorus. 
Infenate he, whofe impious folly dares 
Oppofe his God : he falls into the fnares 
He laid for others, that at laft enclofe 
The wifefl with inextricable woes. 
True Virtue, like a palm, all force defies. 
And, more opprefl, fhall fliU more vigorous rife. 

BND OP THB SECOND FAB:^. 
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CANTATAS. 



FISHING. 



Alreast evening Ihades prevail, 
And hover o'er the darkening feas i 

Come, Nyfa, come, with me inhale 
FVom plcicid waves the frelhening breeze. 

Of pure delights they little know. 
Who ne'er, along this (hore reclin'd. 

Have watch'd the peaceful waters' flow. 
Light curling to the gentle wind. 

Come, Nyfa, leave awhile thy calm retreat, 

Leave thy favour'd ruftic feat ; 

For pleafure dwells not there alone, 
Thefe rocks and waves have pleafures of their 
own. 

Here, when the night has veil'd each eye. 
In yonder fea, that feems another fky. 

The innumerous ftars that gild the fphere. 
Bright and more bright, increaling (lill, appear : 
And look, the moon's reflected beams 
Sparkle, with broken light, amidft the briny ftreams. 
T«i. in. D D At 
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At mom I'll found the twilled fhell. 
Which not our oaten pipes excel : 
And lince, alu ! my Nyfa's ear 
I^diuns her lover's phunts to hear, 
111 ting of Glauce> Dam' name, 
rU Galatea's pains proclaim. 
And Thetis better known to hmc. 

Thou, from the beach, (halt view thy harmlefs 
breed 

Of fiivourite Iambs on tender herbage feed. 
And twizt the (heltering branches fhnn 
The fervors of a mid-day fun : 

Meantime thy hand the tapering reed may bear. 

And with inlidious hook the fi(h infhare : 
So (hall my fair in either province fliine. 

To hold the rural crook, or guide the angler's line. 

No more in ocean's weedy caves 

The scaly tribe remains ; 
All cut, with eager fin, the waves. 
All rufli impatient to be flaves 

In lovely Ny&'s chains. 

The nymphs, in cryilal waters bred. 

Shall cull their precious (lore. 
Fair ihells, and coral ihining red. 

In Nyla's lap to pour. 



THE 
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THE DREAM. 



Since oft in flumb«' comes die fair 
To footh, with kindnefs, every care 

I fufFer for her lake : 
Ah ! Love, my ftate with juftice view ; 
Make all my blifsfiil vifions true> 

Or let me never wake ! 

Upon the mar^n of a lonely ftream, 
I fate at early morn's firft purple beam. 
And dream'd (though yet methought 'twas not a 
dream) 
I faw thee, Phyllis, at my iide : 
I fecm'd the notes of birds to hear. 
The tinkling found of waters near. 
And whifpering leaves that to the wind replied. 
Then gazing on thofe lovely eyes, 
I foon perceiv'd the wonted tumults rife : 
My pulfe heat quick ; but when my Phyllis fhow'd 
A pity, ne'er till then beflow'd, 
I fear'd, alas ! the whole might prove 
An idle phantom of deluding love. 

What flattering words my ^ one fpoke i 
And from her lips what rapturous accents broke ! 
Ah ! how thofe trembling glances feem'd to 
impart 
The tendereii wiflies of the heart. 

dd3 Ol didft 
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! didfl thou know what power thofe eyes can 

-ann. 
When pity gives their beams a foftcr charm ; 
Ah ! Phillis, never, never more 
Should I thy cmelty deplore. 
What then within my bofora wrought, 
What then I laid, what then I thought, 
No tongue can tell — but this I know. 
On that dear hand <^ living fnow 
A thoufand kiHes I beftow'd, 
While on thy cheek the modeft rofes glow'd. 
When fudden fvom the neighbouring 

bnke 
I heard the rattling branches Q\akt : 
I turn'd, and turning I beheld 
My rival, half from view ctHiceal'd ; 
Philenus, who with looks of jealous f[Hte, 
And envy in his foul, had mark'd my ftoln de- 
light. 
With mingled anger and fiirprife^ 
My ftru^ling paffionB feenCd. to rife> 
Till fleep difpeU'd and all the v^n pafV. 

1 found that, even in dreams, my joys could 

never laft ! 

Tit true, thatt with the fleeting (hades 

My tnuifient pleafures Ay ; 
But never, though the femblance fiide>> 

Shall love, my Phyllis, die. 

If 
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If fleep, with momentary power. 
Can blifs in dreams excite ; 
ieel, alas ! my forrows more, 
With day's returning light. 



THE 
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THE NAME. 



On thee that name belov'd I write, 

InfcribM within my breaA ; 
F^r laxirel, Phoebus* chief delight. 

By Phrebus e\-er blefs*d ! 

As ftUl thy leaves uncbang'd remain. 

May Chloris prove to me : 
But never let my hopes be vain, 

Unfruitfiil found like thee. 

Yes, happy plant ! exalt thy ftately head. 
And with frefh verdure all thy branches fpread ; 
While, with thy trunk below. 
The name ador'd ftiall grow. 
The nymphs who dwell in limpid floods. 
The nymphs, who haunt the hanging woods ; 
And every Sylvan power, 
In grot or tufted bower, 
With one accord, fhall each returning year, 
,To honour thee, in ruflic dance appear. 
To thy fuperior claim (hall }'ield 
The leafy tenants of the wood and field : 
The knotty oak and pine ftiall bend to thee, 
Tlie Idumaan palm and towering Alpine tree. 

6 No 
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No wreath, but thine, (hall bind my hair ; 

Shelter'd by thee, each live-long day, 

ril fit uid tune my amorous lay. 
And every fecrct of my love declare. 

Tis thou, dear plant I alone (halt know 

The grace my fiiir-one may bcftow : 

To thee her anger FU reveal ; 

Whate'er I think, whate'er I feel ; 
And allmy varied fcenes of mingled bUfsaadwoe. 

May fpring, in every charm array*d. 

With conftant bloom be thine'; 
And ftretch'd beneath thy peaceful (hade, 
May never faithlefs fwun be laid. 
Or cruel Nymph recline. 

No bird, of unpropitious flight, 

Amidft thy branches reft ; 
But Philomel there only light. 

To build her tunefiil nell. 



SPRING 



.dbvGoogle 



CANTATAS- 



SPRING. 



O I Heavbn 1 Philenus, fee the mead renew 
Its chccrfiil robe of verdant hue, 
While every gladden'd eye perccivej 
The trees put forth their tender leaves ; 
And 2kphyru3, with purple wing, 
Flutters amid the boughs, the harbinger of 
fpring. 
The genial feafon now, that nature warms. 
Calls thee, alas ! to camps and hoftilc arnu^ 
How wilt thou then, diftrels'd Irene, give 
■ Thy days to grief, and how without Philenus 
live! 

Ye gentle gales ! forbear to blow 

In'pity of Irene's vtoe ; 

Nor groves fo foon your verdure Ihow 

To clothe the naked fpray. 
For every flower's reviving bloom. 
For every breeze that wafts perfume, 

Wliat fighs my love muft pay ! 

Ah wretch I who firft from harmlefs fteel dc- 

fign'd 
A murderous weapon to deftroy mankind, 

2 And 
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And made of cruelty aa art ; 
Sure baniih'd from that rnthlds heart* 
Were (oit hunianjty aod love : 
What more than tnadnels could his bofom 

move, 
A tender fair-one's fondnefs to forego. 
For the ftern threatenings of a favage foe ? 
Be not deceiv'd, Philenus ; if the alarms 
Of war and tumult for thy foul have charms, 
Each lover has his wars and Love has too his 
arms. 
. In love muft toil, through heat and cold, 
Th' experienc'd, artfiJ and the bold : 
In love, furprizals, fnares we meet ; 
Defence and fldrmifti and defeat ; 
Conquefls and triumph in their turn : 
Wc fmile in peace, in anger burn ; 
But anger, fwiftly put to flight ; 
And peace, that ever g^ves delight ; 
And triumph, undiflinguilh'd here. 
Alike to vanquiOi'd and to viiftor dear i 
And even the pains of love — but hark ! from far 
The trumpet founds a peal of war — 
It calls thee hence — Ingrate ! Ah ! why 
So fudden from Irene fly ? 
I feek not to difgrace thy name, 
Ah ! cruel ! finall the boon I claim ; 
O ! grant me but a look, and quit me then for 
&me. 

Go, 
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Go, bed: belov'd ! but (till in thine 

Prtferve Irene's days : 
Go, but return in lafety mine 

With all a vifior's praife. 

Where'er thou art, to me forlorn 
Some kind remembrance give ; 

And lay, " My abfence doom'd to mounij 
*' Does poor Irene live ?" 
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What means Irene, thus to meet. 

And thus retum'd Fhilenus greet ? 
Thy own Fhilenus, who fo long belier'd 
His diflant exile moum'd, is coldly thus receir'd ! 
The lame am I, but thee, alas 1 I find 
Far different from the mud I left behind : 
I lef^ thee gentle then, but tec thee now unlund ! 

What can this mean i Perchance the tongue 

Of rival .g^e has done me wrong ; 

And thou, too eafy to deceive, 
AgaJnll thy lover's tmth could lying tales believe. 

But would Irene give to thefe an ear i 
Irene, who fo oft has prov'd my faith fincere — 

Ah ! no — a rival's words defpife. 

And tnifi alone thy piercing eyes ; 
Tibey beft can fearch my foul through all difguife. 

By thefe my caufe be tried ; 

My features read, and then decide. 

Ah 1 who fliall e'er this heart explore 

Where all its fecrets lie. 
But (he, whofe eyes with fovereign power. 

My inmofl thoughts ddcry i 



She 
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She firft, when love, by fear fupprcG'd, 

Scarce own'd the lover's name. 
Could only pierce Philenm' brcaft. 

Where glow'd the fecret flame. 

O ! ill advis'd ! for while my eiring mind 
In others fecks the caufe to And 
Of all my woes, in her alone 
Tbt caufe of all my woes ii known. 
Not ligouf now that bofoni arms. 
But piide, alas 1 of female chamu. 
When lafl wc parted, ripening time 
Had fcarce matured her beauty's prime : 
Her care waa then her conquefts td muatain. 
And not perhaps the lowed of her trun. 
To hold Philenus in her chain : 
Meantime her form more lovely grew, 
(111 chance for .me) and round her numeiouB 
lovers drew. 
One calls her his delight, and tiiii proclaims 
The fair his life, and THAt his Goddels names. 
In gentle murmurs one compluos i 
One pours his grief in dying ftraios : 
Her hps, that like the ruby glow. 
Some praife ; and fome her brcaft of fhow. 
A thoufand cheeks grow pale before her g^cing 
eye; 
Her fmile can nuke a thoufand flgh : 
She feels her fway with fecret joy. 
And while new fchemes her thoughts- employ 
On 
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On nximbers ftill to increafe her power, 
Ah me! <he fcarce remembers poor Philenus more. 

Still, hil Irene, call to mind 

The Mth to me you vow'd ; 
Reftore, O ! loT*d of all your kind. 

The love you once beftow'd. 

O I Heavea, caulif: a comfart ^ve ? 

Can ho|^ henceforth be mine ? 
For whcKn, unhftpfky^ {baiX I Hxe, 

IS I yout heart refign ? 



FIRST 
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FIRST LOVE. 

Alas ! 'tis tme^ the gentle liame 
That warms the bofom firft and gives the lover's 
name. 
Can ne'er with length of years expire. 
Within ftill bums the finother**! fire : 
But fcarlefe while we danger court. 
And with the fleeping emben fport, 
A flender breath the fparks can raife. 
Till frran its alhes burfts the fudden blaze. 

Ah ! let mc but a moment view 

My dear, my lovely foe, 
I feci the former warmth anew 

Within my bofom glow. 

For her again I breathe my fighs. 

For her my death implore ; 
And ever in my ^-one's eyes 

My dcAiny adore. 

Not only in my Nyfa's fight I bum 

For Nyfa's charms, but ah ! where'er I turn. 

New fuel for the flame I find ; 

And now I here recall to mind 

How firft fhe made my heart herflave ; 

And there, how firft to me flie gave 

Her 
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CANTATAS. 415 

Her plighted faith. This place has known 
To me, O ! Heaven ! her anger fliown ; 
And that has, in my happier thought. 
Her kjndneis to remembrance brought. 
Hut place prcfents a lively fcene of ftrife ; 
And this of peace, that fweetens life. 

What more ? The nymphs, whom oft to footh my 
piuns, 
I feemM to woo in amorous Amns, 
Even thcfe remind me of the £air : 
When Chloris* fhape, or Sylvia's ^r. 
Sometimes I prwfe, admire their grace 
Of flowing locks or beauteous &ce ; 
Oft as my lips, in flattery tell 
How thefe, how thofe by tmrns excel. 
My heart in whifpers ftill replies : 

" But Nyfa, lovely Nyla bears, from all, the 
prize." 

Let her, who ftill unrivall'd rei^s. 
Who taught me flrfl the pleating pains, 

My lafling homage take. 
Whate'er I feel, no more I mourn. 
Since blefs'd is he, ^y fortune bom 

To figh for Ny&'s lake. 



TIMID 
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TIMID LOVE. 



What would'ft thou, ! my heart ? What 

power 
Has waken'd tumults there, uaknawn before ? 
And now thou ftruggtcft in my breaft 
That fcarce retains its panting gueft. 
And now thou feem'fl awhile compos'd to reft. 
Ah ! heart, that fcclsfucb change by turns : 
It freezes now, and now it burns ; 
And (flranger ftill) can often find 
At once th' efFeifl of fire and froft combin'd ! 
Is pain or pleafure thine ? O ! fay. 
Does fear deprefs thee, or does courage 

fway ? 
Ah ! me, I now recall to mind the day 
When firft incautious I receiv'd the flame. 
That from a piercing eye confumes my vital Irame. 

Ah 1 well 1 know my heart betray'd 

By beauty's powerful wiles. 
Laments itfelf a prifofier made 

To love's endearing fmiles. 

But ah ! without a murmur iHll 

Be every pang fupprefs'd ; 
Nor dare, though wretched, to reveal 

The affe6tioos of thy breaft. 

Then 
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OANTA.TAS» 41T 

Then muft I ever languifh, keep untold 
My fecrct pains ? — No, Love befriends the bold. 
To her my lips (hidl now difcloC: 
The nymph for whom my pal&on glows : 
I'll fey thofe eyes at firft infpir'd 
My foul with love, and then to rarhnefc fir'd: 
The guilt was theirs ; yet nature's law allows 
To plead compaffion for our woes. 
But (hould Ihe thia my fuit requite. 

To drive me eva &om her fight ! » 

Inftrui5l me, Heaven ! I now would fun reveal 
My fecret love, aod now as £dn conceal. 

Should'ft thou, mild Zephyr, flutter nigh 
The m^d that raised my flune, 

O ! call thy breath a lover's fig^. 
But tell not whence it came. 

Deal ftreara, if e*er thy waters glide 

To grace my feir's abode, 
O ! (ay a lover's eyes fupphed 
The tears to fwell thy cryftal tide, 

But tell not whence they flow'd. 



THE 
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THE NEST OF LOVES. 



Ask tnc thy beauties to admire, 

Irene hir, thy fuit obtain t 
From me the fighs of love rcqmre, 

Irene Bar thy fiiit it vain. 

Thy winning wiles to conquer hearts. 
Thy charms from me may wonder claim; 
But neither charms nor winning arts 

For me can amorous (hackles frame. 

Blame mc not, courteous nymph, if I decline 
Thy profFerr'd grace. 
To accept a place 
In fuch a heart as thine ; 
Irene's heart, a fhiitfiil nefl: that breeds 
Innumerous Loves, where each to each fucceeds. 
One fcarcely yet is pois'd upon his wings. 
Swift-darling from the fhell another fprings. 
While thefe, already born, the nurture give 
To thofe who but begin to live ; 
And thefe, ere long, their nurfclings find 
In thofe who yet remain behind. 
And now, with tliickening prefs. 
The numbers fo increafe, 

Archytas 
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